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'To the LADY 


LOPISA. LENOS. 


MAD AM, ** [4 
DN 5 N moving Lines theſe few Erierrxs 
a3 cell 


150 What Fate 3 the ION that 
likes too well: 


t 1 bun; 
And her neglected Charms how Ladies an. 
The Fair yow ll find, when ſoft Intreaties fail, 
Aſſert theigubeoateſted Right, and Rail. 
Too ſoon they liſten, and reſent roo late; 
'Tis ſure they: Love, when c'er they ficive to Hate. 
Their Sex or pWudly Shuns, or poorly Craves ; - 
Commencinj; Tyrants, and concluding Slaves... , 
In diff ring Breaſts what diff ring Paſſions glow! 
Ours kindle quick, but Yours extinguiſh flow. 
The Fire we boaſt, with Force uncertain burns, 
And breaks bur out, as Appetite returas : 
Dot Yours, like Incenſe, mounts by ſoft degrees, 
And in a fragrant Flame conſumes to. pleaſe, 


A 3: Your 


DEDICATION. 


Your Sex, in all that can engage, Excel; 
Ours in Patience, and TYRE 9 
Nt ven equally degrees; hal, 
You have your Pride, and we our Perjnuies. 
Tho? form'd to Conquer, yet too oft you Fall 
By giving Nothing, or by granting All, 
But, Madam, 1 will Your unptactis'd Years 


Smile at the Tale of Lovers Hopes, and Fears. 


Tho? Infant Graces ſooth Your gentle Hours, 
More ſoft than Sighs, more ſweet than breathing | 
Flow 183 
Let raſh Admirers your keen Lightning fear T5 | 
Ts Bright at diſtance, but 'deftroys if near, l 
The Time Cer long, if Verſe pteſage, will come, 


vont Charms ſhall open in full graden Bloom: 


All Eyes ſhall gaze, all Heares ſhall Homage vom, 
And not a Lover languiſh but for you, 


The Muſe ſhall ſtring her Lyre, with Garlands crown'd 
And each bright Nymph ſhall ſieken at the Sound. 


So when Aurora firſt ſalutes the Sight, 
Pleas'd we behold the tender Dawn'vf Light; 
But when with riper Red ſhe warms the Skies, 

In circling Throngs the wing'd Muſicians riſe ; 8 | 


And the gay Groves rejoyce in Symphonies. 


Each pearly Flow'r with painted Beauty thines ; 


% 


Aud ev*ry Star its fading Fire reſigns, 


wid! Adver- 


Advertiſement. 


HE Publick having enconrag d fo many 
Editions of Ovid's Epiſtles, I began 
ro think if any thing might yet be added 

to the Perfection of the York. And the greater 

part of Sapho to Phaon being omitred in 

Hir Carr Sctoope's Tranſlation, I ſollici- 

ted an entire new Verſion of that Epiſtle, 

10 render the whole Book compleat. The 

Author of it unll have me acquaint the 

Reader, that it was nndertaken on that ac- 

count only, and not ont of vs bo, wy de- 

fect in what that Gemtleman had done. 

It was propos d in this Edition to change 

\the Method of the Epiſtles according to the 

Chronologica Order, and the Connexion the 

Sabjecks often have with each other; which 

might have contributed to the Eaſe of the 

Engliſh Reader, by clearing ſome Hiſtorical 

* 9a 4 Paſſage, 


Acdveriiſement. 
Paſſages referr'd to in ſeveral of them. 
Bur Cuſtom having obtain d to the contra- 
ry, we have only ſubjoin'd the followeng 


Account. 


The chief of thoſe who undertook the 
Expedition of the Golden Fleece, were 
Hercules and Faſon : Some Writers add 
T'nEsE vs, who was Cotemporary with 
them, and famous for his Victory over 
the Minotaur, which he atchiev'd by the 
aſſiſtance. of AR1AD-NE, Whom after- 

wards forſaking, he marty'd PHADR A, 
who fell in love with his Son H 12? o- 
LI TUS. JAs on 8s. he went on the 
foremention d Expedition was entertain d 
by HyPeSYPILE at Lemos, but de- 
ſerted her for ME DEA, and afterwards 
ME DEA for Creaſa. HERCULEsS af- 
ter his Return was poiſon'd with a Shirt 
ſent by DE1ANE1R A. This Hero had 

twice taken, Tray in the Time of. King 
Laomedon, to Whom Priam ſucceeded, 
the Father of PARIS, at whoſe Birth it 
was prophecy'd that he ſhould. occaſion 


it to be n a third time, Being 
there- 


Advertiſement. - 


therefore privately educated. among che 
rn he contracted a Loye to OE 
No NE; *till hearing of HE LENA, be 
i'd to Sparta, and carry'd her from. 
thence to Troy. This caus'd the War of 
the Grecian Princes againſt Troy; among 
whom PROTESILAUS (the Husband 
of LaoDdAMIa) was the firſt that ſet 
foot on the Enemy's Ground, and was 
kill'd on the Spot. After the War had, 
been continu'd nine Years; - a Quarrel - 
ariſing betwixt Agamemnon and AC HI 
LE $, the latter abſented himſelf from the 
Army, and the former in revenge forc'd + 
his Miſtre6 BaISE 1s from him. When 
Trey was taken, the Greeks returning home- 
ward met with many Diſaſters,” Urrssks 


was ten Years detain'd from [haca, while 55 


his Queen PEN ELO E was afflicted by 
the Suitors in his Abſence. DrMOHOOW 


was hoſpitably receiy'd by PHILIIS, 


whom after he had marry'd, he left, and- 


= purſu'd his Voyage home to Athens... As © 
= gamemnor himſelf at his Return to Argos. - 
was murder'd by his Wife, whom his Son 
QARSTES kill, who was betroth'd to 

A. Hs 


Advertiſement. 


HERMIONE, the Daughter of Helens. 
About the ſame time EN EAS going in 
ſearch of rah, was detain'd by D1D a, 
who ſtabd'd her ſelf upon his Departure 
from Cartbage. -W 
The reft of the Subjects of Ovid have 
no Connexion with each other, neither can 
their Time be certainly fix d; only H y- 
PERMNESTRA is ſuppos'd to have liv'd 
ſome time defoxe, and SA HO long af · 
ter, all the reſt. | | = +. 


PREFACE, 
By Mr. DRYDEN. * 


ESTES HE Life of Oi being already 
s Written in our Language be- 
RD fore the Tranſlation of his Me- 
Rs WE £amorphoſes, I will not pre- 
ume ſo-far upon my ſelf, to 
think T can add any thing to Mr. Jauche 
tits Undertaking, . The Evgh/ Reader 
— there be fuisfied, that he Flouriſh'd 
in the Reign of Auguſtus Ceſar, that he 
was Extracted from an ancient Family of 
Roman Knights; that he was born to the 
Inheritance of a Splendid Fortune, that 
he was defigr'd to the Study of the Law; 
and 
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The PREFACE te 
and had made conſiderable Progreſs in 
it, before he quitted that Profeſſion, for 
this of Poetry, to which he was more na- 
turally form'd. The Cauſe of his Baniſn- 
ment is unknown; becauſe he was him 
ſelf unwilling further to provoke the Em- 
peror, by aſcribing it to any other Reaſon, 
than what was pretended by Auguſtus, 
which was the Laſciviouſneſs of his Ele- 
gies, and his Art of Love, is true they 
are not to be Excus'd in the ſeverity of 
Manners, as being able to Corrupt a-larget 
Empire, if there were any, than that of 
Rame ; yet this may be ſaid in behalf of 
Orid, that no Man has ever treated the 
Paſſion of Eove with ſo much Delicacy of 
Thought, and of Expreſſion, or ſearch'd 
into the Nature ꝙ it more Phjlofophically 
than he. And the Emperor who, con- 
demn'd him, had as little -Reaſon-as ano- 
ther Man to puniſh that Fault with ſo 
much Severity, if at leaſt he were the Au- 
thor of a certain Epigram, which is aſcrib'd 
to him, relating to the Cauſe of the firſt 
Civil War betwixt himſelf and Mark Au- 
zhony the Triumvir, which, is more - ful- 
| ſome 


— 
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ſome than any Paſſage I have met with in 
our Poet. To paſs by the naked Famili- 
arity of his Expreſſions to Horace, which 
are cited in that Author's Life, I need on- 
1y mention. one. notorious Act of his, in 
taking Lia to his. Bed, when ſhe was . 
not only Married, but with Child by her 
Husband, then living: But Deeds, it ſeems, 
may be juſtified by Arbitrary Power, when 
Words are queſtion'd in a Poet. There 
is another gueſs of the Grammarians, as 
far from Fruth as the firſt from Reaſon; 
they will have him Baniſh'd-for. ſome Fa- 
vours, which they ſay he receiv'd from 
Julia the Daughter of Auguſtus, whom 
they think he Celebrates under the Name 
of Corinna in his Elegies: But he who 
will obſerve the Verſes which are made 
to that Miſtreſs, may gather from the whole 
Gontexture of them, that Corinna was not 
a Woman of the higheſt Quality: If Julia 
were then Married to Agrippa, why 
chould our Poet make his Petition to 16s, 
= for her ſafe Delivery, and afterwards Con- 
dole her go won which for ought be 
knew 17 de by her own Husband? ur 
indeed 


- The PREFACE U 
indeed how durſt he be fo Bald to make 
the leaſt Diſcovery of ſuch a Crime, which 
was no leſs than Capital, eſpecially com- 
mitted againſt a Perfon of Agrippe's Rank? 
Or if it were before her Marriage, he 
would ſurely have been more diſcreet, 
than to have publiſ'd an Accident, which 
maſt have been fatal to them both. But 
what moſt confirms me againſt this Opi- 
nion is, that Ovi himſelf complains that 
the true Perſon of Coriuna was found out 
dy the Fame of his Verſes to her: Which 
if it had been Julia, he durſt not haye 
own'd'; and beſide, an immediate Puniſh- 
ment muſt have follow'd. He ſeems him 
ſelf more truly to have touch'd at the 
Cauſe of his Exile in thoſe obſcure Verſes, 
© Cur aliquid vidi, cur noxia Lumina feei? &c. 
Namely, that he had either ſeen, or was 
conſcious to ſomewhat, which had pro- 
curd him his Diſgrace. But neither am 1 
ſatisfied that this was the Ineeſt of the Em- 
peror with his own Daughter: For Au- 
 guſius was of a Nature too Vindicative to 


have contented himſelf with fo finall a 
Revenge, 


OVID's EPISTLES. 


Revenge, or ſo unſafe to himſelf as that 
of ſimple Baniſhment, and would certainly 
have ſecur'd his Crimes from publick No- 
tice by the Death of him who was witneſs 
to them. Neither have Hiſtories given us 
any Sight into ſuch an Action of this Em- 
peror : Nor would he (the greateſt Politi- 
cian of his time) in all probability, have 
manag'd his Crimes with ſo little Secreſie, 
as not to ſhun the Obſervation of any 
Man. It ſeems more probable, that Ovid 
was either the Confident of fame other 
Paffion, or that he had ſtumbled by fome 
Inadvertency upon the Privacies of 

and ſeen her in a Bath: For the Words 


Sine veſte Dianam, | 
agree better with Livia who had the Fame 
of Chaſtity, than with either of the Julia t, 
= who were both noted of Incontinency. 


* The firſt Verſes which were made by him 
Y Þ in his Youth, and recited publickly, ac- 


cording to the Cuſtom, were, as he him- 
ſelf aſſures us, to Corirns:; His Baniſhment 
J bappen d not till the Age of Fifty, from 
b which it mf be deduc'd, wich Probability 
3 enongh, 
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enough, that the Love of Coriuns gig. not 
oceaſion it: Nay he tells us plainly, that 
his Offence. was that of Error only, not of 
Wickedneſs : And in the fame Paper of 
Verſes alſo, that the Cauſe was notori- 
ouſly known at Rome, though it by left ſo” 
obſcure to After-Ages N 
But to leave Conjectures on a Subject 
ſo incertain, and to Write ſomewhat more 
Authentick of this Poet: That he frequent- 
ed the Court of Aaguſtus, and was well 
receiv d in it, is moſt undoubted: All his 
Poems bear the Character of a Court, and ap. 
pear to be written: as the French. call it Ca- 
valierement: Add to this, that the Titles of 
many of his Elegies, and more of his Let- 
ters in his Baniſhment, are addrelſ$'d to Perz: f 
ſans. well known to us, even at this diſtanc; 
to have been conſiderable in that Court. 
Nor was his Acquaintance leſs with the 
famous. Poets of his Age, than with the 
Noble Men and Ladies; he tells you him 
ſelf, in a particular, Actoune of his own- 
Life, that Macer, Horace, Tibullus, Prv- 
pertius, and many others of them were his 
familiar. TR and that ſome of them 


3 com- 


OVID Y 'EPISTLES. 
communicated their Writings t to him 5 but 
that he had onlyiſeen Virgil. 13 

If the Imitation. of Nature be the: Buff 
neſs: of a Poet; I know no Author who 
can juſtiy be compar'd with ours, eſpeci- 
ally in the Deſcription of the Paſſions. 
And to prove this, I ſhall need no other 
Judges than the generality of his Readers; 
for all Paſſions being inborn with us, we 
are almoſt equally Judges when we are 
concern'd in the Repreſentation of them: 
Now I will Appeal to any Man who has 
read this Poet, whether he finds not the 
natural Emotion of the ſame Paſſion in 
himſalf, which the Poet deſcribes in his 
feign'd Perſons ® his Thoughts, which are 
the Pictures and Reſults of thoſe Paſſions, 
are generally ſuch as naturally ariſe from 
thoſe diſorderly Motions of our Spirits. 
Vet, not to ſpeak too partially in his be- 
half, I will confeſs that the Copiouſneſs 
of his Wit was ſuch, that he often writ 
too pointedly for his Subject, and made 
his Perſons ſpeak more Eloquently than 
the Violence of their Paſſion would admit: 
80 at he is frequently witty out of inf 

| on; 


. 
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ven of Fulms 
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ſon; leaving the Imitation of Nature, and 
the cooler Dictates of his Judgment, for 


the falſe Applauſe of Fancy. Vet he ſeems. 


to have found out this Imperfection in his 
riper Age: For why elſt ſhould he com- 
plain that his Metamorpboſes was left un- 
tiniſh'd? Nothing ſure can be added to the 
Wit of that Poem, or of the teſt: But 


many Things ought to have been retrench- 
ed; which Fſuppoſe would have been the 


Buſineſs of his Age, if his Misfortunes had 
not come too fuſt upon him; But take 
him uncorrected as he is tranſinitted to us, 


und it muſt be acknowleg'd; in ſpight of 


his Durch Friends, the Commentators, e- 
himſelf, that _ 
CO will ſtand e e _ 


20 1 never knew how to vive over, when 6 
he had done well: but continually vary- 
ing the ſame Senſe an hundred Ways, 


and taking up in another Place, what he #s 


had more than enough inculcated before, 


he ſometimes cloys his Readers inſtead of | 


Atisfying them 2 And gives oecaſſon to his 
Tranſla- 


. OVID's EPISTLES. 
Tranſlators, who dare not cover him, ta 
bluſh at the Nakedneſs of their Father. 
This then is the Allay of Orid's Writing, 
which is ſufficiently recompenc'd by his o- 
ther Excellencies ; nay this very Fault: is 
not without its Beauties: for the moſt ſe- 
vere Cenſor cannot but be pleas'd with 
the Prodigality-of his Wit, tho? at the fame 
time he could have wiſh'd, that the Ma- 
ſter of it had been a better Manager. E- 
very thing which he does, becomes him, 
and if ſometimes he appear too Gay, yet 
there is a ſecret Gracefulneſs of Youth, 
which accompanies his Writings, though 
* the Staidneſs and Sobriety of Age be want- 
ing. In the moſt material Part, which is 
the Conduct, tis certain that he ſeldom 
has miſcarried; for if his Elegies be com- 
par'd with thoſe of Tibullus and Proper 
ius, his Contemporaries, it will be found 
chat thoſe Poets ſeldom deſign'd before 
they writ; And though the of 
Tiballus be more poliſh'd, and the Learn- 
ing of Properzizs, eſpecially in his Fourth 
Book, more ſet out to Oſtentation: Yet 
their common Practice, was to look no 
| 4 $$. »* further 
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bf his Epiſtles, of which ſomewhat, : atleaſt 
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further before them than the next Line; ! 
whence it will inevitably follow, that they 
can drive to no certain Point, but ramble 
from one Subject to another, and conclude 
with ſomewhat Which is not of A piece 
with their Beginning: | 1 


, 


Pur pur eus e WW umu th alter © © 
 Aſſnitur f. As Horace fays,” 


though the Verſes are Golden, they are 
but patch'd into the Garment, But our 
Poet has always the Goal in his Eye, which 
directs him in his Race; ſome Beautiful 
Deſi ign, which he fixſt eſtabliſhes, and\then 
contriyes the Means, which will naturally 
conduct him to his End. This will de 
evident to Judicious Readers in this Work 


in general, will be expected. | 

The Title of them in our late Editions 
is Epiſtole Heroidum, The Letters of the 
Ergen But Heins bas judg'd more 
. truly, that the Vyſtriptibn of gur Author 

was barely, Ee which he concludes 
from his cited Verſes, where Ovid aſſerts 
this Work as "his own Invention, and not 
borrowid 


x 
r 
r 
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/borrow'd from the Greeks, whom (as the 


”. SY RY” wary 
\ 


OV ID's, EPISTLES. 


Maſters of their Learning,) the Komaxs 
uſually did imitate. But it appears not 
from theit Writers, that any of the Grect 
ans ever touch'd upon this way, which our 
Poet therefore juſtly has vindicated to 
himſelf. I quarrel not at the Word He- 


roidum, becauſe tis us'd Le Ovid i in his Are 
or: Love: 


Fuditer ad weteres ſupplex Heroidi: ib. 
But ſure he cou'd not be guitty of ſuch an 


Overſight, to call his Work by the Name 


of Heroines, when there are divers Men 
or Heroes, as namely Paris, Leander, and 
Acontins, join'd in it. Except Fabiuut, 
who writ. ſome Wen to D Aer 
ters, 


. 3 tos nun „ 


F remember not any of the Roman * 
have treated on this Subject, ſave only 
Prupertius, and that but once, in his Epi- 
ſtle of Aretbaſa to Lycotas, which is writ- 
ten ſo near the Style of Ovid, that it ſeems 
to o be bus an e and therefore ought. 

not 


. 
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not to defraud our Poet of the Glory of 
his Invention. O14 tn e 0; 
Concerning this Work of the Rpiſtles, 1 
ſhall content my ſelf to obſerve thaſi few 
Particutars. Firſt, that they are generally 
granted to be the molt perfe& Piece of MEE 
Ovid, and that the Style of them is ten- 
derly Paſſionate and Courtly; two Pro- 4 
perties wellagreeing with the Perſons which . 
were  Heroines, and Lovers: Vet Where . 
the Characters were lower, as in O EE, | 

a 

| 
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and Hero, he has kept. claſe to Nature, in 
drawing his Images after à Country Life, 
though perhaps he has Romaniz'd his Ere- 
tian Dames too much, and made them 
ſpeak ſometimes as if they had been born 0 

in the City of Rome, and under the Empire 
of Auguſtus. There ſeems to be no great 


upon us in diyers Letters: But of the ge- 
neral Character of Women which is Mo- 
deſty, he has taken a'moſt becoming care; 
4 for 


Variety in the particular Subjects Which 
he has choſen; Moſt of the Epiſtles being 
written from Ladies who were forſaken l 
by their Lovers: Which is the Reaſon that L 
many of the ſame Thoughts come back | 


1 | 


OVID” ZPISFLES. 
or his amorous Expreſſions go no further 
han Virtue may allow, and therefore*rmay 
de read, 4 be intended 8 rem 
without u Bluſau. 
| Whom 
you find*crinftacted by divers Hands, that 
| n e beaſt Trave: 2 
| Author-of the Laus, 1 vemaine'that 1 
ſhould ſay ſomewhat of Poetical Tranſla- 
ions in general, and give my Opinion 
(with: Submifion to detter Judgments) 
which way of ene deem w me moſt 
proper. © ind | 
All Trandation 1:fuppoſe may be'redn- 
ced to theſe three Heads': 
Firſt} that of Metaphraſe, or turning an 
Author Word by Word, and Line by 
Line, from one” Language into another. 
Thus, ot near chis manner, was Horace 
his Art of Poetry tranſlated by Ben. Fohn- 
ſox, The ſecond Way is that of Para- 
phraſe, or Tranſlation with Latitude, where 
the Author is kept in view by the Tranſ⸗ 
lator, - {6 as never to be leſt, but his 
Words we not {© ſtrictiy fallow'd as bis 
Senſe, 


R , . oa toi 


Ground-work, as he pleaſes. Such is Mr. 


render d it. Too faithfully is indeed pe- 
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ll 


Senſe, and that too is admitted to be am- 


plified, but not alter d. Such is Mr. Wat- 


ler's.. Tranſlation of Yirgits Fourth - 


neid. The third Way is that of Imitation, 
where the Dranflator (if now he has not 
loſt that Name) aſſumes tlie liberty not 
only to vaty from: the Werds and Senſe, 
but to forſake them both as he ſees occa- 
An. And taking only ſome general Hints 

om the Original, to run Diviſion on the 


Cowley's Practice in turning two Odes of 
Pindar, and one of Horace into Engliſb-. 

Concerning the firſt of theſe Methods, 
our Maſter * has ere us this ores 


tion, 
| Neg werbum works _ —.— 
eee 
Nor Word fot wi foo fun un 
As the Far! of Roſtomimon has eien 


dantically : Tis a Faith like that which 
proceeds from Superſtition, Blind and Zea. 


NY! Take it in the Expreſſion of Sir 
John i 


OVI D/ EPISTLES. 
5 ohn Denbam, to Sir Rich, Fanſbau, on 
fs Verſion of the Paſtor Fido. 


That fervile.Path thou nobly do f declind, 

Of tracing Word by Word, and Line by Line, 
4 new and nobler Way thou doſt purſue, 
m make Tranſlations, and Tranſlators tos: 
They bug preſerve the Aſhes, thou the Flame, 


— 


Tis almoſt impoſſible to tranflate ver- 
y, and well, at the ſame time; for the 
Lan, (a moſt Severe and Compendious 
Language) oſten expreſſes that in one 
Word, which either the Barbarity, or the 


ro r 


arrowneſs of Modern Tongues cannot 
upply in more. Tis frequent alſo that 


Th & _— 


hich- will be loſt in Exgliſp. 
Atque lidem Vent vela Jana ferent, 


What Poet of our Nation is ſo happy as 
8 o expreſs this Thought Litterally in Exg- 
, and to ſtrike Wit or almoſt Senſe out 
Pe it? 
In ſhort, the Verbal. Copier is incum- 
Per'd with ſo many Difficulties at once, 
What be can Hoyer Ie. himſelf from 
| all ' 


3 


4 


* 
—— 


True to his Senſe, but truer ro his Fame. £ 


ne Conceit is couch'd in ſome Expreſſion, 


— — 
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all. He is to confider at the ſame time 
the Thought of his Author and his Words, 
and to find out the Counterpart to each 
in another Language: And beſides this 
he is to confine himſelf to the Compaſs 
of Numbers, and the Slavery of Rhime. 
Tis much like dancing on Ropes with 
fetter d Legs: A Man may ſhun a. Fall 
by uſing Caution, but the gracefulneſs of 
Motion is not to be expected: And when 
we have ſaid the beſt of it, tis but a 
fooliſh Task; for no ſober Man would 4 
put himſelf into a Danger for the Applauſe | | b 
of ſcaping without breaking his Neck. 
We ſee Te 2 en. Jobnſon could. not avoid 1 
Obſcurity in his litteral 'I'ranſlation of Ho- "1 
race, attempted in the ſame compaſs: of 
Lines : Nay Horace himſelf could ſcarce 4 


have done it to a Greek Poet, 0 | 
l eſſe laboro, obſcurus ſſo. 


either Perſpicuity or Gracefulneſs wilt fre- 
quently be wanting. Horace has indeed 
avoided both theſe Rocks in his Tranſla - 
tion of the three firſt Lines of Homer's i 


Ochlſes, which he has Contrated trol 


two. Di 9 


ovp ZP1STLES. 
vi mibi Muſa Virum capte poſt tempora Tria 
5 Qui mores hominum multor um vidit C urbes. 


4 8 Muſe, ſteak the Man, who ſince the Siege of Troy; 
= So many Towns, ſuch Change of Manners ſaw. 


But then the Sufferings of Ulyſes, which 
11 cre a conſiderable part of that Sentence, are 
of omitted. | 


Cos udae mad may n. | 
The Conſideration of theſe Difficulties, 


fe in a ſervile, litteral Tranſlation, not long 
k. ſince made two of our Famous Wits, 
id Sir Job Denbam, and Mr. Couley, to 
le- contrive another way of turning Authors 


them, Imitation. As they were Friends, I 
ſuppoſe they Communicated their Thoughts 
on this Subject to each other, and there- 
fore their Reaſons for it are little diffe- 
rent: Though the practice of one is much 
more Moderate. I take Imitation of an 
Author, in their ſenſe, to be an Endea- 
vour of a later Poet to write like one 
who has written before him on the ſame 
Subject: That is, not to tranſlate his 
| a 2 Words, 


Earl of Roſe. 


into our Tongue, call'd by the latter of 


— 
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Words, or to be confin'd to his Senſe, 
but only to ſet him as a Pattern, and to 
write, as he ſuppoſes that Author would 
have done, had he liv'd in our Age, and 
in our Country. Yet 1 dare not ſay that 
either of them have carried this liber- i 
tine way of rendring Authors (as Mr. 
Cowley calls it) ſo far as my Definition 
reaches. For in the P:ndarick Odes, the 
Cuſtoms and Ceremonies of ancient Greece 
are ſtill preſery'd : But I know not what 
Miſchief may ariſe hereafter from the Ex- 
ample of ſuch an Innovation, when Wri- i 
ters of unequal Parts to him ſhall imi- 
tate ſo bold an Undertaking. To add 
and to diminiſh what we pleaſe, which 
is the way avow?d by him; ought only to 
be granted to Mr. Cowley, and that too 
only in his Trauſlation of Pindar, becauſe 
he alone was able to make him amends, 
by giving him better of his own, when 
ever he refus'd his Author's Thoughts. 
Pindar is generally known to be a dark 
Writer, to want Connexion, (1 mean as 
to our Underſtanding) to ſoar out of Sight, 


and leave his Reader at a Gaze: So wild 
and 


OVID" EPISTLES. 

and ungovernable 4 Poet cannot be tran- 
flated literally, his Genius 1s too ſtrong t0 
bear a Chain, and Sampſon like he ſhakes it 
off: A Genius ſo elevated and unconfin'd 
as Mr: Cowley's, was but  neceflary to 
make Pindar ſpeak Engliſb, and that was 
to be perform'd by no other way than Imi- 
tation. But if Virgil, or Ovid, or any regu- 
lar intelligible Authors be thus us'd, tis no 
longer to be call'd their Work, when nei- 
ther the Thoughts nor Words are drawn 
from the Original: but inſtead of them 
there is ſomething new produc'd, which 
is almoſt” the, Creation of another Hand. 
By this way tis true, ſomewhat that is Ex- 
cellent may be invented, perhaps more Ex- 
cellent than the firſt Deſign, though V Irgil 


takes Place: Yet he who is inquiſitive to 
know an Author's Thoughts, will be dif 
W appointed in his Expectation. And tis not 
always that a Man will be contented to 
have a Preſent made him, when he expects 
the Payment of a Debt. To ſtate it fairly, 
Imitation of an Author is the moſt advan- 
tagious way for a Tranſlator to ſhew him- 
a 3 ſelf 


muſt be ſtil! excepted, when that perhaps 
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ſelf, but the greateſt Wrong which can be 
done to the Memory and Reputation of 
the dead. Sir John Denham (who advis'd 
more Liberty than he took himſelf,) gives 
this Reaſon for his Innovation, in his ad- 
mirable Preface: before the Tranſlation f 
the ſecond Æneid. Poetry i is of ſo ſubtile 
4 Spirit, that in pouring out of one Lan- 
guage into another, it will all Evaporate; ; 
and if a new Spirit be not added in the 
Transfuſion, there will remain nothing 
Zxt a Caput Mortuum. I confeſs this 
Argument holds good againſt a litteral i 
_ Tranſlation, but who defends it? Imitati- 
on and verbal Verfion are in my Opinion 
the two Extreams, which ought to be a- 
voided: And therefore when I have pro- 
pos'd the Mean betwixt them, it will be 
ſeen how far his Argument will reach.” 
No Man is capable of tranſlating Poe- 
try, who beſides a Genius to that Art, is 
not a Maſter both of his Author's Lan- 
guage, and of his own: Nor muſt we un- 
derſtand the Language only of the Poet, 
but his particular turn of Thoughts, and 


Expreſſion, which are the Characters that 
diſtinguiſh, i 
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diſtinguiſh, and as it were individuate him 
from all other Writers. When we are 
come thus far, tis time to look into our 
ſelves, to conform our Genius to his, to 
give his Thought either the ſame turn, if 
our Tongue will bear it, or if not to vary 


but the Dreſs, not to alter or deſtroy the 
=8 Subſtance. The like Care muſt be taken 


of the more outward Ornaments, the 
Words; when they appear (which is but 
ſeldom) litterally graceful, it were an In- 
jury to the Author that they ſhould be 
chang'd : But ſince every Language is ſo 
fall of its own Proprieties, that what is 
Beautiful in_one, is often Barbarous, nay 
ſometimes Nonſenſe in another, it would 
be unreaſonable to limit a Tranſlator to 
the narrow Compals of his Author's 
Words: Tis enough if he chuſe out ſome 
Expreſſion which does not vitiate the 
Senſe. I ſuppoſe he may ſtretch his Chain 
to ſuch a Latitude, but by innovation of 
Thoughts, methinks he breaks it. By this 
Means the Spirit of an Author may be 
transfus'd, and yet not loſt : And thus "tis 
plain, that the Reaſon. alledged by Sir 
| | Jobn 
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John Dei has no fatther force than 
to Expreſſion: For Thought, if it be tran- 
ſlated truly, cannot be loſt in another | 
Language, but the Words that convey it to 
our Apprehenſion (which are the Image and 
Ornament of that Thought) may be ſo ill 
choſen as to make it. appear in an. un- 
handſome Dreſs, and rob it of its native 
Luſtre. There is therefore a Liberty to 

be allow'd for the Expreſſion, neither is it 
neceſſary that Words and Lines ſhould be 4 
confin'd to the Meaſure of their Original. 4 | 
The Senſe of an Author, generally ſpeak- 
ing, is to be. Sacred and Inviolable. If 
the Fancy of Ovid be luxuriant, tis his | 
Character to be ſo, and if I retrench it, 
he is no longer Ovid. It will be reply d 1 
that he receives Advantage by this lop- 2 
ping. of his ſuperfluous Branches, but 19 
rejoin that a Tranſlator has no ſuch Right: 
When a Painter Copies from the Life, 1 
ſuppoſe he has no privilege to alter Fe ea- 
tures, and Lineaments, under pretence 
that his Picture will look better; perhaps 2 
the Face which he has drawn would be 
more Exact, if the Eyes or Noſe were 
| alter'd, | 


e e 
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Walter'd, but 'tis his Buſineſs to make it 
reſemble the Original. In two Caſes on- 
iy there may a ſeeming difficulty ariſe, 
that is, if the Thought be notoriouſly tri- 
Pial or diſhoneſt: But the ſame Anſwer 
will ſerve for both, that then they Mont 


Noot to be Tranſlated. 
o 7 
it Ei que 
2X RE. Deſperes. traftata niteſcere poſſe, relinquas, 
1. | 
1 F & Thus I have ventur'd to give my Opi- 


= nion on this Subject againſt the Authority 
ot two great Men, but I hope without 


R A Offence to either of their Memories, for 
4 l both lov'd them living, and reverence 


chem now they are dead. But if after 
hat I have urg'd, it be thought by better 
i Judges, that the praiſe of a Tranſlation 
= conſiſts in adding new Beauties to the 


[ Piece, thereby to recompence the loſs which 
2 it ſuſtains by change of Language, I ſhall 
il be willing to be taught better, and to re- 

cant. In the mean time it ſeems to me, 
1 chat the true Reaſon why we have. fo 


; few Verſions which are tolerable, is not 
' WH from the too cloſe purſuing of the Au- 
17 thor's. 
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thor's Senſe ; but becauſe there are ſo few 
who have all the Talents which are re- 
quiſite for Tranſlation; and that there 
is ſo little Praiſe and ſo ſmall Encou- 
ragement for ſo canſi derable a part of 
Learning. 

To — in ſhort, what has been ſaid 
to "this preſent Work, the Reader will 
here find moſt of the "Tranſlations, with 
- ſome little Latitude or Variation from 
the Author's Senſe : That of OEmnone to 
Paris, is in Mr, Cowley's way of Imi- 
tation only. I was deſir'd to fay that 
the Author, who is of the Fair Sex, un- 
derſtood not Latin. But if ſhe does not, 
rennen 
aſham'd who do. | 
For my own part I am ready to ac- 
knowledge, that 1 have tranſzreſs'd the 
Rules which I have giv'n; and taken more 


Liberty than a. juſt Tranſlation will al- 
low. But ſo many Gentlemen, whoſe 
Wit and Learning are well known, be- 
ing join'd in it, I doubt not but their Ex- 
cellencies will make you ample Satisfacti- 
on for my Errors. 
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Poeteſs Sapho "Friaken by ber Lower. Phacn: 
1 Lesbos to Sicily) 2 


ſolv'd; in Deſpair, 10 drown >. Writes this 
Lung ba br Jhe dies. WEAK 


= 1. $1927 


6 


= III Phe to dhe niet Ain 
flies; 
'Confuri's, with no ef Fires, poor 
Capbo dies. 

4 fx urn, 1 burn, like kindled Fields 
| ' =oF-Corm,” 

hen by the Fr Winds the YR are bora. 
My Muſe and Lute can now no tonger Pleaſe, 
WT hey ate e Employments of à Mind at eaſe. 
Wand Hing from Thought to Thought I ſit aloe 
All Day, and my once dear Conipanions Mun. 
In vain the Lacblan Maids claim each a part, >” 
Where thu atone haſt ta'en up al the Heut. 
Ah lovely Touth! how eanſt thou — 5 
hen blooming Years and Beauty bid thee love? 
. B | if 
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If none but equal Charms thy Heart can bind, 

Then to thy ſelf alone thou muſt be kind. 

| Yer worthleſs as 1 am, there was a time 

When Phaon thought me worthy his Eſteem. 

A Thouſand tender things to Mind 1 call, 

For they who traly love remember all. 

Delighted with the Muſick of my Tongue, q 

Upon my Words with filent Joy. he hung, 

And ſnatching Kiſſes, ſtopp'd me as I ſung. 
Kiſſes, whoſe melting touch his Soul did move, 

The Earneſt of the coming Joys of Love. 

Then tender Words,ſhort Sighs, and thouſand Charms 

Of wanton Arts endeat' d me to his Atme; 

Till both expiring with tumultuous Joys, 

A gentle Faintneſs did our Limbs ſurprixe. 

Beware, Sicilian Ladies, ah! beware 

How you receive my faithleſs Wanderer. 

Tou too will be abus'd, if you believe 

The flatt'ring Words that he ſo well can give. 

Looſe to the Winds 1 let my flowing Hair, c 


No more with fragtant Scents perfume the Air, 

But all my Dreſs diſcoyers wild Deſpair. _ 
For whom, alas! ſhould now my Art be ſhown? 

The only Man I car'd. to pleaſe is gone. 

Oh let me once more ſee thoſe Eyes of thine, . 
Thy Love 1 ask not, do but ſuffer mine. 

Thou might'ſt at leaſt have ta en thy laſt Fatewel, 
And fcign'd a Sorrow which thou didſt not feel. 
No kind remembring Pledge was ask'd by thee, 
And nothing left but Injuries with me, 


Witness, 


SAPHO" PH A'6N, 3 
witneſs, ye Gods, with what à Death - like Cold / 
My Hoare was ſein'd, chen firfrhy Flight ws told. 
Speechleſs aud ſtupid for a While I la,, 
And neither Words nor Tears could find eng 
But when my ſwelling PaMion fortid a vent: 
With Hair diſtevePd; Clothes in Pieces rent: ba 
Like ſome ſad Mother thro®the' Stretts 1 run,” 
Who to Mis Grave attends het only Sen: 
Expos'd to all the World my ſelf I fer NN 
Forgetting Virtue, Fame, and all but thee; ' © 
So ill, alas! do Love and shame dgtee? : 
'Tis thou alone that art my conftant Care, 

In pleaſing Dreams thou comforr ſt my Nr 
And mak'f the Night, that does thy Form W 
welcome to me above the faireſt Day. 

Then ſpight of Abſence, I thy Love injoy 3 

In cfofe Imbraces lock'd methinks we lye; : 
Thy tender Words 1 hear, thy Kiffes feel,” © + 
With all the Joys that Shame forbids to ttt; 

But when 1 waking miſs thee from my Bed, 

And alt my pleaſing Images are feds ' 
The dear deluding Viſion to retain, 

I lay mie down, and try to ſleep again, | 
Soon as 1'riſe 1 haunt the Cayes and Groves, 
(Thoſe conſcious Scenes of our once happy Loves) 
There like ſome frantick Bacchana! 1 walk, 

Aud to my ſelf with ſad Diſtraction talk. 

Then big with Grief 1 throw me on the Ground, 
And view the melancholy Grotte round, 


B 2 Whoſe 
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Whoſe hanging Roof of Moſs.and; craggy Stone 
Delights my Eyes above the brighteſt Throne; 
- But when I ſpy the Bank, whoſe graſſie Bed 
Retains the Print bur weary Bodies made; 
On thy forſakendide I lay me down, 
And with aſhow'r,of Tears the Place J drown. 
The Trees are wither'd all ſince thou art gone, 
As if for thee they put theit Montning on. 
No warbling du does now with Mulick fill 
The Woods, /except, the mournful Philomel. 
With hers my diſmal Notes all Night agree, 
ot Tereus ſhe complains, and I of thee. 
Ungentle Youth ! didſt thou'-but ſee me mourn, * 
Hard as thou art, thou wou'dſt, thou wou dſt return, 
My conſtant falling Tears the Paper ſtain, 
And my weak Hand can ſcarce direct my Pen, 
Oh could thy Eyes but reach my dreadful State, 
As now I Rand prepar'd for ſudden Fate, 
Thou cou dſt not ſee this naked Breaſt of mine 
Dacht againſt Rocks, rather than join'd to thine. 
Peace, Sapho, peace! thou ſend'ſt thy fruitleſs Cie 
To one more hard than Rocks, more deaf than Seas 
The flying Winds bear thy Complaints away, . 
But none will. ever back his Sails conyey. 
Mo longer then thy hopeleſs Loye attend, 
-But let thy Life here e Lettet end. 
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JAY, lovely 8 that doſt my Heart command, 
Can Phaon's Eyes forget his-Japbe's Hand? - 
Muſt then her Name the wretched Writer prove? 
To thy Rembrance loſt, as to thy Love! 
Ask not the cauſe that I new Numbers chuſe, 
The Lute neglected, and the Lyzic Muſe; 
Love taught my Tears in ſadder Notes to flow, 
And tun'd my. Heart to Elegies of Woe. 
I burm 1 burn, as when thro” tipen'd Corn * 
By driving winds the ſpreading Flames are born! 
Phan to AÆtna's ſcorching Fields retires, 
While I conſume with more than <£tns's Fires! 
No more my Soul a Charm in Muſick finds, 
Muſick has Charms alon: for peaceful Minds: 
Soft Scenes of Solitude no more can pleaſe, 
Love enters there, and 'm. my own Diſeaſe: 
No more the Lesbian Dames my PaſFon move, 
Once the dear Objects of my guilty Love; 
All other Loves are loſt in only thine, 
Ah Youth 9 to a Flame like mine! 


33 | Whom. 
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Whom wou'd not all thoſe blooming Charms ſur. 
3 eee . 

Thoſe heav'nly Looks, and dear deluding Eyes? 

The Harp and Bow vou d you like Ft, bear, 

A brighter Phabnr, Phaon might appear; 

Wou'd you with Ivy wreath your flowing Hair, 

Not Bacchus ſelf with Phaon cou'd compare: 

Yet Phabus lov'd, and Bacchus felt the Flame, 

One Daphne warm' d, and one the Cretan Oame; 

Nymphs that in Verſe no more cou'd rival me, 

Than ev'n thoſe Gods contend in Charms with thee. 

The Muſes teach me all their ſofreſt Lays, 

And the wide World reſounds with Sapho's Praiſe, 

Tho” great Alcavus more ſublimely ſings, 

And ſtrikes with bolder Rage the ſounding Strings, 

No leſs Renown attends the moving Lyre, 

Which Cupid' tunes, and Venus does inſpire. 

To me what Nature has in Charms deny' d 

Is well by Wit's more laſting Charms ſupply d. 

Tho* ſhort my Stature, yet my Name extends 

To Heav'n it ſelf, and Earth's remoteſt Ends. 

Brown as I am, an Ethiopian Dame 

Inſpir'd young Perſeus with a gen*rous Flame. 

Turtles and Doves of diff ring Hues, unite, 

And glofly Jett is pair'd with ſhining White. 

If to no Charms thou-wilt thy Heart reſign, 

But ſuch as merit, fuch as equal thine, 

"By none, alas! by none thou can'ſt be moy'd, .. 

Phaen alone by Phaon muſt be loy'd! 


or: 
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Yet once thy Sapbs cou'd thy Cares employ, 
Once in her Arms you center'd all your Joy: 
Still all thoſe Joys to my Remembrance move, 
For oh! how vaſt a Memory has Love? 
My Mufick, then, you cou'd for ever hear, 
And all my Words were Muſick to your Ear. 
You ſtop'd with Kiſſes my inchaating Tongue, 
And found my Kiſſes ſweeter than my Song. 
In all Tpleas'd, but moſt in what was beſt ; 
And the laſt Joy was dearer than the reſt, _ 
Then with each Word, each Glance, each Motion fir'd, 
You ftill enjoy'd, and yet you ſtill defir'd, 
Till all diſſolving in the Trance we lay, 
And in tumultuous Raptures dy d away. 
The fair Sicilians now thy Soul inflame; 
Why was 1 born, ye Gods, a Le:bian Dame? 
But ah beware, Sicilian Nymphs! nor boaſt 
That wandriug Heart which 1 ſo lately loſt ; 
Nor be with all thoſe tempting Words abus'd, 
Thofe tempting Words were all to Sapho ug'd. 
And you that rule S:cilia's happy Plains, 
Have pity, Venwt,. on your Poet's Pains! 
Shall Fortune fill in one fad Tenor run, 
And ſtill. ineteaſe the Woes fo ſoon begun! 
Enur'd to Sortows from my tender Years, 
My Parent's Aſhes drank my eatly Teats, 
My Brothet next, negle&ing Wealth and Fame, 
Ignobly burn'd in 4 deftruftive Flame. 
An Infant Daughter late my Griefs inereaſt, 
And all a Mother's Cares diſtract my Breaſt. 

B 4 Alas, 
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8 Ovid'srEPISTLES. 
Alas, what more could Fate it ſelf impoſe, 
But Thee, the laſt and greateſt of my Woes? 

No more my Robes in waving Purple floçcs, 
Nor on my Hand the ſparkling Diamonds glow, 
No more my Lecks in Ringlets curl'd diffuſe - 
The coſtly Sweetneſs of Arabian Dews, - 
Nor Braids of Gold the vary'd. Treſſes bind, 
That fly diſorder'd with. the wanton Wind: 

For whom ſhou' d. Sapho uſe ſuch Arts as theſe? 
He's gone, whom only ſhe deſit'd ge pleaſe! 
Cups light Darts my tender Boſom move, 

Still is there cauſe for Sapho ſtill to love: 

So from my Birth the Siſters fix d my Doom, 
And gave to Venus all my Life to come; 

Orc while my Muſe in melting Notes complains, . 
My He art relents, and anſwers to my Strains: 

By Charms like thine which all my Soul have won, 
Who might not---ah-! who wou'd not be undone? 
For thoſe, Aurora Cephalws might ſcorn, 
And with freſh Bluſhes paint the conſcious Morn, - 
For thoſe might Cynthia lengthen, Phaon's Sleep, 
And bid Endymion nightly tend his Sheep. 
Venus for thoſe had rapt thee to the Skies, 

But Mays on thee might look with Venus 1 | 
O ſcarce a Youth, yet ſcarce a tender Boy! 

O uſeful Time for Lovers to employ ? 
pride of thy Age, and Glory of thy Race, 

Come to theſe Arms, and melt in this Embrace ! 
The Vows you never will return, receive; 
And take at leaſt the Love thou wilt not give. 
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SADnDO % PHAON' 9 
See, while 1 wtite, my Words ate loſt in Tears 
The leis my Senſe, the mote my Love appears. 
Suro twas not much to bid one kind Adieu, 
(At leaſt to feign was never hard to you 
Farewel my Lesbian Love | you might baus fad, 
Or coldly thus, Farewel ob Lesbian Maid {-. 
No Teat did you, no parting Kiſs receive, 
Nor knew 1 then how much.1-was-to-grieve. . 
No Gift on thee thy Sapho.cou'd confer, _ 
And Wrongs and. Woes were all you left with her. 
No Charge I gave you, and no Charge cou'd give, 
But this; Be mindful of aur Loves, and live. 
Now by the. Nine, thoſe Pow'rs ador'd by me, 
And Love, the God that ever.waits on thee, 
When firſt 1 heard (from whom 1 hardly knew) 
That you were fled, and all my Joys with you, 
Like ſome ſad Statue, ſpeechleſs, pale, 1 ſtood; 
GriefchjiPd my Breaſt,and ſtop'd my freezing Blood 3. 
No Sigh to riſe, no Tear had pow's to flow; 
Fix'd in a ſtupid Lethargy of Woe; 
But when its way th' impetuous Paſſion-found, 
1 tend my Treſſes, and my Breaſts I wound, 
I rave; ten weep, 1 euiſe, and then complain. | 
Now ſwell to Rage, now melt in Tears again. * 
Not fiercer Pangs diſtract the 'mournful Dame, 
Whoſe firſt-born Infant feeds the Fun' ral Elame; .._ 
My ſcornful Brother, with a Smile appears, 
Inſults my Woes, and triumphs in my. Tears, 
His hated Image ever haunts my Eyes, 
Aud why this Grief ? thy Dungbrer liver; he cries.” 


bs 7 hu 'Stung, 
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stung with my Love, and furious with Deſpair, 

All torn my Garments, and my Boſom bate, 

My Woes, thy Crimes, 1 to the World proclaim; 

Such inconſiſtent Things are Love and Shame! 

Tis thou art all my Care, and my Delight, 

My daily Longing, and my Dream by Night: 

O Night more pleaſing e than the brighteſt Day, 

When Fancy gives what Abſence takes away, 

And dreſt in all its vifionary Charms, 

Reſtores my fair Deſerter to my Arms! 

Then round your Neck in wanton Wreaths I twine, 

Then you, methinks, as fondly circle mine : 

A thouſand tender Words, 1 hear and ſpeak ; 

A thouſand melting Kiſſes, give, and take: 

Then fiercer Joys I bluſh to mention theſe, 

Yet while 1'bluſh, confeſs how much they pleaſe ! 

But when with Day the ſweet Deluſions fly, 

And all things wake to Life and Joy, but 1, 

As if once more forſaken, 1 complain, 

And cloſe my Eyes, to dream of you again. 

Then frantick riſe, and like ſome Fury. rove 

Thro? lonely Plains, and thro* the ſilent Grove, 

As if the filent Grove, and lonely Plains | 

That knew my Pleaſures, cou'd relieve my Pains. 

I view the Grotte, once the Scene of Love, 

The Rocks around, the hanging Roofs above, 

Which charm*d me more, with Native Moſs o'et- 
grown, 


adn Mable or the Parian, Stone. 


/ 
SAPHoO wo PHaAON Hh 
1 find the Shades that did our Joys conceal, ; 
Not Him, who made me love thoſe Shades ſo well! 
Here the preſt Herbs with bending tops betray 
Where oft eatwin'd in am*rons Folds we lay; 
1 kiſs that Earth which once was preſt by you, 
And all with Tears the with'ring Herbs bedew. * 
For thee the fading Trees appear to mourn, 
And Birds defer their Songs till they Return: 
Night ſhades the Groves, and all in Silence lye, 
All, but the mournful Philomel'and 1, a { 
With mournfal Philome! 1 join my Strain, | : 
Of Tereus ſhe, of Phaen I complain. Sr 
A Spring there is, whoſe Silver Waters ſhow, 

Clear as a Glaſs, the ſhining Sands below 5 
A flow' ry” Lotos ſpreads its Arms above, 
Shades all the Banks; und ſeems it ſelf a Grove; 
Eternal Greens the moſſie Margin grace, 
Watch'd by the Sylvan Genius of the Place. 
Here as 1 lay, and ſwell'd with Tears the Flood, 
Before my Sight a Watry Virgin ſtood, © 
she ſtood andicry'd, O you that love in vain ! 

„Fly hence; and feek the far Leweadian Main; 

« There frands a Rock from whoſe impending Steep 

« Apollo's Fatic ſutveys the rolling Deep; 

« There injar'd Lovers, leaping from above, 

% Their Flames extinguiſh, and forget to love. 

« Dexcalion once with hopeleſs Fury burn'd, 

« In vain he Iov'd, relentleſs Pyrrhe ſcorn d; | i 

« But hen from hthee he plung' d into the Main, 
; * Dexcalion ſcotn d, and Pyrrba loy'Cin vain. 
I ans eos « Haſte- 


ne, 
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* Haſte Sapho, haſte, from high Leusadia throw 

«Thy wretched Weight, nor dread: the Decys be 
low! N 

She ſpoke, and vaniſh'd with the voice 4 riſe, 

And ſilent Teats fall trickling from my Eyes. 

1 go, ye Nymphs ! thoſe Rocks and Seas to prove; 

How much I fear, bur ah! how much I love! 

I go, ye Nymphs! where furious Love inſpites: 

Let Female Fears ſubmit to Female Fires! 

To Rocks and Seas 1 fly from Fhaon's Hate, 

And hope from Seas and. Rocks a milder Fate. 

Ye gentle Gales, beneath my Body blow, 

And foftly lay me on the Waves below! 

And thou, kind Love, my ſinking Limbs ſuſtain, 

Spread thy ſoft Wings, and waft me o'er the Mains 

Nor let a Amame the guiltleſs Flood pro- 
fane! iS 4 " - 

On Phain Shrine _y Harp 111. then we tl 

And this Ilaſcription ſhall be plac'd below. 

„ Here She who ſung, to Him that did inſpire, 

< Sapho to-Pacbus conſecrates her Lyre, 

« What ſuits with Sage, Phe ſuits with thee; _ 

| The Gift, the Giver, and the God agree, 

But why alas, telentleſs Youth |; ah why, _ 

To diſtant Seas muſt tender Sepho fly? 

Thy Charms than thoſe, may far more pow'rful be, 

And Phabus ſelf is leſs a God to me. 

Ah! canſt thou doom me to the Rocks and Sea, 


| S enn l 
249 * | * Ah! 
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Ah! can't thou rather ſee this tender. Breaſt , . 
Daſh d on, ſharp Rocks, than to thy Boſom preſt } 
This Breaſt which once, in vain! you lik'd ſowell; 
Where the Loves play d, and where the Muſes dwell-- 
Alas! the Muſes now no more inſpire, , +. _ 
Vatun'd my Lute, and ſilent. is my Lyre, , . , 
My languid Numbers have forgot to flow, 

And Fancy finks beneath a Weight of Woe. 
Ye Lesbian Virgins, and ye Lesbian Dames, 
Themes of my Verſe, and Objects of my Flames, 
No more your Groves with my glad Songs ſhall ring, 
No more theſe Hands mall touch the trembling String: 
Since Phagn fled, I all thoſe Joys reſign, 
Wretch that I am, Id almoſt call'd him mine! 
Return fair Youth, return, ang bring along 
Joy to my Soul, and Vigour to my: Song: 
Abſent from thee, the Poer's.Flame expires, 
But ah! how fiercely burn the Lover's Fires? 
Gods! can no Pray te, no Sighs, no Numbers move 
O:e ſavage Heatt, or teach it how to love? 
The Winds my Pray*rs, my Sighs, my Numbers bear, 
The flying Winds have loſt them all in Air! 
Oh when, alas! ſhall more auſpicious Gales 
To theſe fond Eyes reſtore thy welcome Sails? 
If you return ah why theſe long Delays? 
Poor Sapho dies while careleſs Phaon ſtays. 
O launch thy Back, nor fear the watry Plain, 
Venus for thee ſhall ſmooth her native Main. 
O launch thy Bark, ſecure of proſp*rous Gales, 
For thee ſhall Czpid ſpread the ſwelling Sails, 
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If yen will fiy--- (yet ah '- what" Cauſe can be, 
Too cruel Youth, that you ſhou'd fly from me?) 
If not from Pen 1 muſt hope for Eaſe, 

Ah let*me ſeek it from the raging Seas: 

From thee to thoſe, unpity' d, PI remove, 

And either cxaſe ro live,” or coil to broth 2 
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I chis my cruel Father would delight, 
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re ARGUMENT: 7 


Macareus and Canace, Son and Daughter to Eolus, 
God of the Winds, l each other Incefluouſly : 
Canace was deliver i of a Son, and-committed 
him to ber Nurſe, 10 be. ſecretly comvey'd away. 
Tbe Infant crymg out, by that means was 7 
10 Rolus, who, im ag dar the Wickedneſs of his 

' Children, commandid: the Babs" to be epo to 
| Wild Beaſts on the Mountains: And, with leut 

Sword to Canace, with this Meſſage, That ' bir 

Crimes would inflru ber how 26 wit With 

3 2 

careus, ae e the Temple 

_ F Apollo... | 5 U „eme yer 215 © 21072 


T* . Blood my fatal Letter Kals, 
Imagine, ere you read, the Writer Hain; | 

One Hand the Sword, and one the Pen imploys, 
Aud in my Lap the reader Paper lye tr. 
Think in this. Poſture thou behold'ſt we dite: 


* 


. OviD% Ep1$TDES. 
O were he preſent, thar his Eyes and Hands 

- "Might {ee and urge the Death which he commands; ] 

| Thin all the raging Winds more dreadful, he, 

ll In Vamoy'd, without a Tear, my Wounds would ſce. « 

6 


Fove juſtly plac'd him on a ſtormy Throne, 
His Peoptes Temper is ſo like his own. 
The North and -Sewth, and each contending Blaſt 
Are underneath his wide Dominion caſt : 
Thoſe he can rule; but his Tempeſtuous Mind 
1s, like his airy Kingdom, unconfin'd: ; 
s Ah! what avail my kindred Gods above, 
That in their number I can reckon Fore! 
What help will all my Heav'nly Friends afford, 
When to my Breaſt. 1 lift the pointed Sword ? 
That Hour which join'd us came befote its time, 
In Death we had been one without a Crime: 
Why did thy Flames beyond a Brother's move? 
Why lov'd 1 thee with more than Sifer's Love? 
For 1 loy'd too; and knowing not my Wound, 
A ſecret Pleaſure in thy Kiſſes found : } 
My Checks no longer did their Colour boaſt, - 
© My Food grew loathſome, and my Strength 1 loſt : 
Stilx ere 1 ſpoke, a Sigh wou'd ſtop my Tongue; 
Short were my Slumbers, and my Nights were long. 
1 knew not from my Loye theſe Griefs did grow, 
Yet was; alas, the thing 1 did not know. 
My wily Nurſe by long Experience found, 
And firſt diſcover'd to my Soul its Wound. 
is Love, ſaid ſhe; and then my down-caſt Eyes, 
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Foic'd at the laſt, my ſhameſul Pain I tell? 
And, oh, what follow d! we both know too well? 
« When half denying, more than half content, 
« Embraces warm d me to n ſull Conſent::: 
© Then with tumultuous, Joys my Heart did beat, 
« And Guilt that made . . on 
great. | 
But now my ſwelling Womb heard up my Breast, 
And tiſing Weight my ſinking Limbs oppteſt. 
What Herbs, what Plants, did not my Nutſe ducts 
To make Abortion by their pow ful Juice 
What Med'eines try'd we not, to-thee unknown? 
Our firſt Crime common; this was mine alone. 
But the ſtrong Child, ſecute in his dark Cell, 
With Nature's Vigour did our Arts repel. - 
And now the pale-fac'd Empreſs of the Night,. 
Nine times had fill'd her Orb with borrow'd Lights 
Not knowing was my. Labour, I complain '. 
Of ſudden Shootings,/ and of grinding Pain: 
My Throes came thicker, and my Cries, encreaft, 
Which with her Hand the conſcious Nurſe ſuppreſt. 
To that unhappy Fortune was I come, 
Pain urg'd my, Clamours; but Fear kept ——— 
With inward Struggling 1 reſtain'd my Cries, +, -.. 
And drunk the Tears that trickled from my Byes. 
Death was in figlit, Zucins gave no Aid +... + 
And even my Dying had my Guilt betray'd.: . 
Thou cam'ſt; and in thy Countenance ſate Deſpair 1 
Rent were thy Garments all, and torn thy Haix: 
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Yet, ſeigning Comfort which thou cbuld'ſt not give, 
(Peſt in thy Arms, and whiſp'ring me to live:) 
For both out ſakes; (ſuidſt thou) pfeſerye thy Life; 
Live, my dear Siſter, and my dearet Wife. 
Rais d by that Name, with my laſt Pangs, 1 ſtrove: 
Such Pow'rhave Words, vhen ſpoke by thoſe we love. 
The Babe, as if he heard what thou hadſt worn, 
With hafty Joy ſprung forward to be born. | 
What helps it to have weather'd out one Storm? 
Fear of our Father does another form. 

High in lis Hall, rock' d in a Chair of State, 

The King with his tempeſtuous Council ſate; 
Thre' this large Room our only Paſſage lay, 
By which we could the new-born Babe convey. 
Swath'd in her Lap, the bold Nurſe bore him out: 
With Olive Branches cover d round about; 

And, mutt'ring Pray'rs, as Holy Rites the meant, 

. Thro' the divided Crowd unqueſtion'd went. © 
Juft at the Door th* unhappy Infant cry*d: 
The Grandſire heard him, and the Theft he ſpy'd. 
Swift as a Whitl-wind to the Nurſe he flies, 4 
And deafs his ſtormy Subjects with his Cries. 
With one fieret Puff he blows the Leaves away : | 
Expos'd, the ſelf-difcover'd Infant lay. 
The Noiſe reach'd me, and my preſaging Mind 
Too ſoon. its ohn approaching Woes divin'd. 
Not Ships at Sea with Winds ate ſhaken mote, 
Nor Seas themſelves, when angry Tempeſts roar, 
Than 1, when my loud Father's Voice I heat: 
The Bed beneath me trembled with my Fear. 


He 
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He cuſh'd upon me, and divulg'd my Stainz 
Scarce from my Murther could his Hands reftain. 
I only anſwer d him with filent Tears 
They flow'd ; my Tongue was frozen up with Fears. 
His little Grand- child he commands away, oe 
To Mountain Wolves and ev'ry Bitd of Prey. 
The Babe cry*d out, as if he underſtood, 
And begg'd his Pardon with what Voice he cou'd. 
By what Expreſſions can my Grief be ſhown? 
(Yet you may gueſs my Anguiſh by your own) + 
To ſee my Bowels, and what yet was worſe, 
Your Bowels too, condemn'd to ſuch a Curſe! 
Out went the King; my Voice its freedom found, 
My Breaſts I beat, my blubber'd Checks 1 wound. 
And now appear'd the Meſſenger of Death, 
Sad were his Looks, and ſcarcc he drew hie Breath, 
To ſay, Towr Father: ſends you--+-(with that Word 
His trembling Hands-preſented me a Sword) 
Towr Father ſend you this); and lets you HH w. 
That your own Crimes the uſt of it will ſhow. ' 
Too well 1 know the Senſe thoſe Words impart + * © 
His Preſent ſhall be treaſur'd in my Heart. 
Are theſe the Nuptial Gifts a Bride receives? 
And this the fatal Dow'r a Father gives? 
Thou God of Marriage ſhun thy own Diſgrace ; 
And take thy Torch from"this deteſted Place: 
Inſtead of that, let Furies light their Brands; 
And fire my Pile with their Infernal Hands. 
With happier Fortune may my Siſters wed; 
Warn'd by the dire Example of the dead. 


For 


26 OvTDTETIST TES: 
For thee, poet Babe, whar Ctime could eee 
How:could thy Infant Innocence offend? 
_ A Guilt there vas; bur Oh that minds 
_ Thou ſuſfer ſt for a Sin that was not thine.” | | 
w_ - Thy Mother's Grief and Crime! but juſt enjoy'd, 
Shewn to my ſight, and born to be deftroy'd !_ 
Unhappy Off. ſpring of my teeming» Womb! 
Drag'd headtony from thy Cradle to thy Tomb.! 
Thy ub-offending Life I could not ſave, ow 
Nor weeping'could 1 follow to thy Grave! 
Nor on thy Tomb could offer my ſhorn Hair ;: 
Nor ſhew the Grief which tender Mothers bear. 
Yet long thou ſhalt not from my Arms be loft, 
5 For ſoon 1 will Gertake thy Infant Ghoſt. + 
But thou, my Love, and now my Love's Deſpair, 
Perform his Fun*rals with paternal. Gate. 
His ſcarter'd Limbs with my dead Body burns 
And one more ſoin us in the pious Un. 
Fon my wounded Breaſt thou drop' 4 Tear, 
Think for vhoſe ſake my Breaſt that Wound did bear ; 
And faithfully my laſt Defires fulfil, 
As I perform my cruel Father's Will. 
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The AR GUMENT. 
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Demophoon, who, was Som to Theleus and Pe 
dra, in Ga from the Trojan War into bis 


own. Country, was by a Tempeſt driven upon the 
| 2 of bree where Phillis, who was then 
en of Thrace, entertain d and. 'd him. 
* in be bad Bey I with ber ſome Time, heard 
that Meneftheus was dead. (who after he had 
Conquer d Theſeus, had uſurp d the Government 
7 Achens) and under pretence of ſetrling his own 
Aſfairs, he went to Athens, and promis d the 
ueen that he would come back again in a Month. 
en he had been gone four Months and that ſhe 
had beard" no News en hay" a this 
Lau. eb 30: 3 


810 [ ive 
Vorn — beyond your Time, and NE. to 

So kind a Wife as Phillis leave to grieve, | 
You promis d me you would no longet ſtay, 
Than 'till the firſt full Moon ſhould light your Way. 
Thrice did it fince its bortow'd Light renew, _ 
n Ps fr but not ſo much 28 I 
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Did you the Days, and Hours, and Minutes tell, | 
As Phillis does, and they that love ſo well, 
You'd ſay ? twere time to weep z your Sorrows too 
Would juſtific thoſe Tears ſhe ſheds for you. 
Still did I hope, and thought you'd ftill be here; 
We hardly can believe thoſe Things we fear; 

Now 'tis too plain, and, ſpight of Love and you, 

I muſt both fear it, and believe it too. 

How oft did I deceive, my ſelf, and ſwore 

I ſaw your Ship juſt making to the Shore? 

Then curs'd thoſe Friends I thought had caus'd your 
would you were half ſo Innocent as they, (Ray: 
sometimes I fear d, by foaming Billows toſt, (Coaſt, 
You might be Shipwrack'd* whilſt you ſought the 


And griev'd t' have injur'd vhom I thought ſo true, 


I begg'd that Pardon I'd refus'd to you. 

Then, cruel Man! did 1 the Gods implore 

To. let you live, tho*. L ne er ſaw you more. 

When I a favourable Gale eſpy d, 

He comes, if he's alive, he comes, I cty'd. 

And thus my Love till ſought ſome new Pretence, 

And 1 grew Eloquent in your Defence. | 

Yet thou avoid'ſt me ſtill, nor do I ſee . | 

Thoſe Promiſes thou mad'ſt to Heay'n and me, 

But thy falſe Vows, alas! were all but Wind, 

« Thy Vows and Wiſhes made the Gale more kind: 

« They fill'd your Sails, and you were forc'd away, 

* By the ſame Wiſkes, which you made to ſtay. 

What have I done, but loyd to an Exceſs? 

You'd not been Guilty kad 1 tov you leſs, = 
6 | My 
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My only Crime is, Loving you too well; 

But ſure ſome Merit in that Crime does dwell. 

Where's now your Faith? |. * where's the Love you 
bore? | 

Where are the Gods by whom you falſly ſwore? 

Where's Hymen too, who join'd out tetgdet Years » 

He bid me love, and/baniſt'd' all my Fears, ' 

You ſwore by:th* ſwelling Billows of the Maia, 

which you oft try d and yer would truſt again, 

Rather than ſtay with me, tho” much more kind, : 

And conſtant too, than ate the Seas or Wind. 

You ſwore by the Great Ruler of the Flood; 

The Heav'nly Authog of your Royal n 

(If e' er a God had any thing to do 

In one ſo falſe and ſo unk ind as you) '' b 

You ſwore by Vu aud the fatal debe av 8:4 


Of thoſe proud Darts; which too too much feel 1 
And by great June, whoſe reſiſtleſs Art 


Gave thee my Hand, when Thad givn my Heart. 
Thou ſworſt fo much, that if each God mould de 
Juſt to revengs his imur'd ſelf and e.. 
Such num' rous Miſchiefs on thy Heat would Fall, 1 
Thou᷑ dſt not have com enough to beat en all.” 
Diſtracted I/ as if Vd feat d Jour stay, 5 
Repair d your Ships to hurry you _— 
What Haſte you wanted, my ewr#d Care ſupply'd, 
Oars to your Sails, and Current to Enn .& 
Thus was I falſly by my ſelf-berraFs,' © | 

and periſh deer nd re made. 7 


? 
9 L een 


2 * 
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1 fooliſhly believ'd thoſe Oaths you ſwotre, 
The Race you boaſted, and the Gods you bore. 


Who could have thought ſuch gentle Words e“ et hung 


Upon a treacherous, deluding Tongue? 


1 ſaw your, Tears, and 1 belier'd them all; 


Can they lye too, and are they taught to fall? 
What needed all chat num'rous Perjur ß? 


One vas enough to her that loy'd like me. 

m not aſham' d 1 did your Ships receive, 
And your on Wants did carefully relieve; 
Thoſe. Debts 1 d you ona nobler Score; 
But then, tis rue, I ſhould have done no more. 


- All I repent, is that I baſely trove 


T' incredſe your Welcome by -a Nuptial Love. 


That Night that uſhet'd in ch*nahappy Day, 


Which did me to your. guilty- Love betray; 

1 wiſh that fatal Night had been my laſts - 
Then 1 had dy'd, but then 1 had been Chaſt. 
I hop'd you were, *cauſe-1 deſerv'd you, Tre 


1s it a Crime to wiſh what is our Due? 


' Tis ſure no mighty Glory to deceivre 


A tender Maid, ſo willing to believe. 


My Weakneſs does but heighten your Offence, 
You kindly ſhould have ſpar d my Innocence. 


© You're gain'd a Maid that loy'd you, and may t be 


Your greateſt Prize, and only Vickerj. 
May your proud Statue, rais d by this Succeſs, 
Shame your great Faber, cauſe his crime were 1c, 


And when late Story ſhall of Dun tell, 


And who by Syren, and Procruſtes fell; 
The 


— 
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The cm BlIght; the Thibans Ovctthrow; 
Who tas dutſt forct the di/nral Shades bor hy AE 


Hert's He, wh by & wreached Wilt lara 

A Loving; Thnoent, Believing M d. 

Of all thoſe” 445; we in your Farher knew 

His Treacheyy alone temaims in you. 

What only can eteuſe the l you, do, 

You both Iaberit and Atmire it too. 

He Ariadne did bettuy but fle | 

Enjoys a Hasan mighrier fir than He. 

put the ſcornꝰd Thracians my Embrates hun, 
Cauſe I ftomt them into thy Arms did run. 
Let erf they ery to learned Greere be gone, 
We'll find a Monate to ſupply the Throne. 
Thus all we de depends om an if F, 
Wich does fot ever on th' Unhappy vat; 
But may that Farr ull his beſt Thoughts attend. 
Who judges others Ab by the End. 
For ſnould t thotr ever bleſs theſe Seas again, 


plain. | 
Then would they ſays” What ln 
Both for ber ſelf; and fur ber Ningdem tos 
But I have ett d, and thow'tt for ever fled; 
Forget' ſt my Empire; and forget my g 
Methioks 1 ſee tler ſtill, Demophoon, 
Thy Sails alt Roiſted, ready to be dene 
When body thbu diff my ſoft Limbs +" Say 


Aut vi dent . 


eſs, 


he 


rhes fot your Hear tht at latt be ſa d, 3 | 


They'd praiſe that Love n * | 


Drown'd 


—— 
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Droun'd in my Tears, and in your;own you lay, 
And cuts d the Winds that haſten'd you away. 
Then parting cry'd (methinks 1 bear thee ill) | 
Phillis PU come, you may be ſure I will. 
Can I expe& that thow'lt e er ſee this Shore, 
Who lefr'& it that thou neꝰ ex might' ſee me more? 
And yet I beg you'd come too, that you may 
Be only Guilty in too long a Stay. 
What do I ask! Thou, by new Charms pofſels'd, 
Forget'ſt my Kindneſs on another Breaſt ; 
And, better to compleat the Treachery, 
Sweat ſt all thoſe Oaths, which thou haſt broke to m ms, 
And haſt (falſe Man) perhaps forgat my Name, 
And ask'ſt too, who 1 am, and whence I came? 
But that thou better may'ſt remember me, 
Know, thou ungrateful Man, that I am the, 
Who, when thou dſt wander'd all the Ocean o'er, 
- Harbour'd thy Ships, and welcom!d thee, to Shore; 
Thy Coffers ſtill replenih'd from my own, 
2 to that height a Prodigal was grown, 
ve thee all thou ask dſt, and gave ſo faſt, 
i gave my ſelf into thy Pow't at laſt: 
1 gave my Scepter and my Crown to Thee, 
A Weight too heavy to be born by me. 
Where Hemws does his ſhady Head diſplay, 
And gentle Hever cuts his Sacred Way, F ts 
80 great's the Empire, and ſo wide the Land, 
| Scarce to be-govern'd by a Woman's Hand, 
She whom Fate would not ſuffer to be Chaſt, 
when Nuptials wich a Fun ral romp was 5 0 ; 
6 14674 + Shu 
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hrill Cries diſturb*d"us midſt our ſwiſteſt Joys, 

nd our drawn Qurtains trembled with the Noiſe, 

hen cloſe to thee I clung, all drown'd in Tears, _ 

ad ſought my Shelter, where 1'd found my Fears. - 

ad now while others drown theirCare in Sleep, 

run to thᷣ' barren. Shore and Recks, to'weep; 

nd view with longing Eyes the ſpacious Deep. 

11 Day and Night I the Winds Courſe ſurvey, + 

mpatient till. I find it blows this Way: | 

nd when a-far, a coming Sail I view, |  -, 

thank my Stars, and I conclude tis you; 

hen with ſtrange haſte I run my Love to meet; 

or can the flowing Waters ſtop my Feet. - 16 

hen near, I grow-more. fearful than before, 92 . 

ſudden Trembling ſeizes me all o'er, , _ | 1 

nd leaves my Body breathleſs on the Shore. N = 

ard by, where two huge Mountains guard the Way» * my 

here lyes a fearful, ſolitary Bay 3 * | 
0 


t I've reſolv d, while on this Place I've toaod, | "7 
d throw my ſelf into the raging Flood, | * 
ild with Deſpair, and I will do it fill, | 1 
ice you continue thus to uſe me III. ; 3 | 
xd when the kinder Waves ſhall waft me o'er, _ 
zy'ſt Thou behald my Body on the Shore 1 
buried lye ; and though thy Cruelty | | 
der than Stone, or than thy ſelf ſhould be, l { 
halt thou cry, aſtoniſh'd with the Show, 7 
llis, I was net to be follow'd ſo. 
zing with Poiſons would 1 oft expire, 
| quench my own by a much happier Fire. 
_C2 Then 


3 
till 
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Repair my ruin d Honour with my Life. 


And thy ſad crime ſtill live, when I am dead, | 


Tue rrieſseMiftreſs, by the falſeſt-Gueft. |; 


Bus ber own Hand perfern'd the fai Blow, 
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Then to revenge the Loſs of all my Reſt, 
would ſtab thy Image in my toctur'd Bacaſt. 


Or by a-Knot (more welcome fat to me | | 
Than that, falſe Man, which I have ty d with chee,) Wl 
Strangle-that Neck, here [thoſe falſe Arms of thine Wil 
Wich treach' rous Kindneſt us d ſo oft — 
And as becomes a poor Unhappy wife, 


When we can ones with our hard Fate comply, 
Tis eaſie then to chuſe the Way to die; 
Then on my Tomb ſhall the proud Cauſe be read, 


He was the cruel Canſe of all her Wor, © ay 


_ Philli 


| 
F 
A 
H 
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Phillis to Demophoon. 


Demophoon, e don ef Theſeus an 
turning from 'the Ml "Wars, _ by "adverſe 


* 


* 


by Mr. E D. F L OT D. 


- The «R-G-UMENT. 


* ra. e. 


Winds ur ien on the Thracian Shore, "where he 
wa, royaliy entertained, and recerved into famili- 


ſtumena 


of Thrace: With 


whom, after be bad le remain d, hearing 
the — yo —— (the Depoſer ef his * 


ther) he went to take Poſſeſſion ef his own Realm 
of Athens, yet with earneſt Proteſtations re- 
turning withm the Space of one Month. ' But be- 
ing detain'd paſt the appointed time by the Diſtra- 
ctions h People were under he gave occaſion to 


Phillis "(rmpazrent of delays) 10 write him this 


Bpiftle. 


Hillin(wborenenain'd'thy/Love and Thee, 
Faithleſs Demophomn) blames thy Perjury : 


How when with pain we parted didſt thou mourn, 
And ſeem'dſt to live alone for thy return! 
How didſt thou limit; my diftreſs, and fwear 


Within one hy ſpeedy preſence here! 
| C 3 


Tet 


% 


arity by Phillis, e Lycurgus and Cru- | 
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Yet now four Moons are weary*d out, and ſee 
Thee fill regardleſs of thy-Vows-and me. 
Hadſt thou a tender Senſe to know the Pain 
Of abſent Loyers, who expect in vain, 
Thou wouldſt not call me hafty, nor upbraid 
Theſe humble murmurs of à Wife bettay d. 
We're flow in our believing Illis, for I 
Flatter'd my ſelf that yet I ſhou'd not die: 
My ſelf Pye oft deluded;-----thought thee kind---- 
--—Thy Ship returning with a proſp'rous Wind: 
Theſens l' ve curſt, and yet unjuſtly him, 
For thou perhaps art Author of thy Crime. 
The dang rous Shoals of Hebrss made me monrn, 
As fancying thee expos'd in thy rerurn, 
Oft for thy Health I've ſought the Gods by Pray'r, 
And Incenſe burnt to place thee in their Care. 
When cer the Wind ſtood fair, 1 fancy'd ſtreight 
Thy ſudden Preſence or thy certain Fate. 
Then have 1 udy'd reaſons for thy Ray, 
And urg d my Wit to fayour thy delay: 
Yet doſt not thou the Senſe of Vows retain, 
To Gods, and me, made equally in vain. 
Thy ſtricteſt Vows did mix with common Air, 
Nor does thy tardy Fleet the Fault repair. 
Thy Abſence fully does my Crime reprove, 
And ſeems deſign'd to pay ſo cheap a Love. 
My only Fault was loving eaſily, 
And yet that fault claims gratitude in Thee. ſwhere 
Where's now thy Faith,--—thy ſuppliant Hands, and 
The God prophan'd by thy fallacious Pray's ? 
Where's 


12 


e's 
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Where's Hymen now that Mould out Hearts unite, 
Bleſs and ſecure out conſugal delight) 
Firft, by the Sea thou fror'ſt thy Meaning juſt, 
The Sea that then thou wert about to truſt: 

Thou ſwor'ft by thy pretended Grandfire's Name, 
The God that does rebellious Storms reglaim: 

By Venus and by Love's Artillery, : 

The Inſtruments of mighty woes to me: 

By Juno, who of Marriage Vows takes care, 

And Ceres, who the-hallow'd Torch does bear: 
Shou'd theſe wrong'd Pow'rs be juſt, cou? dt thou with» 
The angry ſtroke of an Almighty Hand? > {fiand 
Thy Ships 1 did repair, thy Sails improve, 

And ftrengthen'd the deſerter of my Love. 

I gave thee Oars as Inſtruments of ſpeed, 
And ſharpen'd all the Darts by which 1 bleed. 

Thy Words,--thy KindredGods--whate”er was feign'd 
With Joy I heard, with Faith I entertain? d: 
View'd with regard thy falſe commanded Tears, 
Thy artful Sorrow, and thy ſeeming Fears. ' 

Thy Arts of Love to me thou might have par's, 


For I was too unhappily prepar'd. 

Nor ſhou'd 1 grieve to have well trented thee, 

And limited my Hoſpitality, ' * 
But to admit thee looſely to my neva, * 59 * 
Is Treaſon, fatal to my profent Reſt. n 


Ah! had 1 dy'd before that Evening eam . 


I then had dy'd in geace, ſecure of Fe. 

Yielding 1 hop'd thy Gratitude might move, 

nn — LIB Love, 47 
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But ' tis ingloti ons · ihus to have hetray d 


(All pitileſs) a frail-believing Maid: 

A Maid. that lovid thee thou haſt robb'd of fame, 
And may no,greater Honaur.zeach-thy .Name. 

In At »hen thy Statue hall be plactd 

Near thy great Father with his Tzaphics,grac'dy 


When Scyron and Precriſtes ſhall he N. 


Scinis and Minetaure in triumph lead ? 
Thebes quite.reducid, che Cantawre:cOVercame, 1 
Hell ſtorm'd, and the black King diſturb'd at home, 
Thy hated Image thus inſcrib'd hall end— 
He who betray'd his Myſtreſs and hisFriend. 

Of all thy mighty Father has atchiev'd, 

Thou lik'ſt that Ariadne mas decciv'd : 

What he repented, thou · daſt till admise, 

And only- to his treachety art Hei: 
(Unenvy'd) ſhe enjoys a nobler Mate, 


. 1 


And draun by hatneſs' d Tyg ies, rides in State. 


The Wraciant, whom I ſcom'd, nom ſhun my Bed, 
As one by ſtrange polluted hands miſ-lad: 

Says one, let leazued Aten, he her place, 
Some nobler Hand hall go ven like Throw. 
The End proves all--apd. may he meverkic 
His raſh Preſage, who dazes,oaftademnhec jyet, |. 
For ſhou'dſt chou now.remms16e0h vilboanclude 
1 ſtudy'd with may, pwn 1985 Gopntry's:Good: 
I've fail'd, alas! Thau no review doſt make 


or of my #alace orahbe-Chaytal Lake. 


My Eyes setain-thy .giaceful Image, Shan 
With mouzaful Saws — 
__ N | Thou 
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Thou did'ſt embrace me, and with ſuch delay, 

That long-breath*d Kiſſes ſeemꝰd to mean thy ſt ay; 

Thou didſt exchange, and mix our Teats, and ſwear 

The Wind was inauſpicious, when 'twas fair; 

When our Divorce thou cou*dft no more decline, 

Thou ſaiflſt, ExpetFome-—Phillis, 1 an thine : 

Him 1 cxpeſt, ho meant to come no more, 

And Ships ae more deſigu'd to touch this Shore: 

Tet ſtill I hope ah! come, tho? paſt thy time, 

That thy delay may be thy only Crime. 

Some wanton Maid { perhaps) ſeduces thee, _ 

And buys thy Love with cheap Diſcourſe of me, 

Thou can' ſt not be anmindful wivo 1 am, 

Conſult thy elf for my neglefted Name:; - 

Phillis, thy conſtant, ;hafpirable Priend. 

Who did her Harbourand Adiftance lege : 

Love, Emapize, all Gbmitted co thy Will, - - * 

Who gave thee much, and with'd:to give thee filly 

Lycurgu;” Land ſustendet d to thy fray , | 

And to thy Hand ins Scepter did convey, 

As far as Rhodepe and Homer go, | 

And the ſoſt Steacams of (acred Hebrus flaw ß 

Thee my laſt Aluſhes bit, thy Loves long Toils 

Rewarded with my conquer d Virgin Spoils. 8 

The howling Fienis and ominous Rizds af Night 

With diſmal Notes petfarm'd cach Nuptial Rite: 

With het .curl'd nales the fierce Alefo ame, 

To light our Tapers with infetnal Flame. 

On Rocks 1 walk---qn@' cet the batren Sand, 

Far as wy Eyes can teach the ſpacious Strand) 
0 8 Look 
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Which once thy dear perfidious Arms embrac's, 


This ſad fort Epitaph ſhall ſpeak my Doom, 


This Monument did falſe Demophoon baild, 


Look out all Hours to ſee what Wind ftands fair, 
By Earth's cold damp untir'd, or Heav'n's bleak Air; 
When any diſtant Sail I chance to ſpy, 

1 fancy. thy looſe Streamers drawing nigh 5. - 
Launch'd into Sea, the tardy Gales I chide; 

And to meet thee I ſtem th' impetuous Tide; 
When their Approach declares my Hopes are vain, 
I fainting crave th' Aſſiſtance of my Train. 
Above the Bay, which the fpent Billows blocks, 
And forms a Precipice of pendent Rocks, 
Thence my Deſpair preſented me a Grave, 
And nought but thy return my Life ſhall ſave. 
May ſome kind Wave to thy own Shore convey, 
And at thy Feet thy floating Philbs lay, 

Thy melting Heatt this diſmal ſound will groan, 
In theſe Embraces join'd, we meet too ſoon--- 
Oft have I thirſted for a pois nous draught, 

As oft a Death from ſome kind Fouad fought ; 
_ Oft round that Neck a filken Twine 1 caſt, 


By Death I'll heal my preſent lafamy, | 
But ſtay to chooſe the ſpeedieſt way to die. 


And fix my mournful Story on my Tomb, 


With the cold Aſhes of his Miſtreſs fad; 
He was the canſt, and bert the Hand that Ml d. 


+ i 
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Fypernneſtrat to Linus. 
By. Me. WR : G K. 1. ds 4 


. 4 6 b 6 pi Ae 
Danaus, King of Argos had 5 ſeveral Hives fifty 


Daughters, Brother Egyptus as many Sons. 
Danaus, refuſing 10 bers to his 
Brother's Sons, was at 2 an Army. 


I Revenge, be Commands bis Daughters each'to 
- Murther bet Huiband on the Wedding Night : 
All obey'd but Hypermneſtra, who ate her 
Hula ib. ee, fr which e x 

Be ings ns mee 
=_ 


O that deat Brocher who Anse nde Ar 

- Of Fifty; late, whoſe Love bettay d their Lives, 
Writes ſhe that ſuffers in her Lord's Defence; - 
Vnhappy Wife, whoſe Crime's het Innocence! 
For ſaving him 1 love, Em Guilty call'd; + 
Had 1 been truly ſo, Pd been extoll' d. 
Let me be Guilty ſtill, ſince ths de fog 

bs Guilt, glory thus to diſobey. an 
Torments not Death ſhall draw me to leben 4 


Though againſt me they uſe that Inſtrument * 
a wy Fr 
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From which 1.lav'd a Husband's dearer Life, 
"And with one Sword kill Linus in his Wife; 
Yet will 1 neer repent for being true, 

Or \bluſþt' have lo: That let my Sifters.do: 

Such Shame, and ſuch Repentance is their due. 

m ſeiz'd with Terror, while 1 but relate, 

And ſhun Remembrance of.a Crime I hate! 
The frightful Memory of that dire Night 

Enervates ſo niy Hand d ſcarce canmrite, 
Noe er i' try. With Ceremony gay, 

About the Set of Night, and Riſe of Day, 

The wicked Siſters were in Triumph led, 

And 1 among em, tothe Nuptial Bed. 
- The Marriage Lights, 4s Fun zal Lamps appear, 
And theeatning Omens met us evizy where. 

nme they call: he neglects heit Cries; | 

May fans too fem her n Argos flies. | 
> Now come theBaidegrogms, high ith-Wine,co find 

Something with us, more lov'd than Wink, behind. 

Full of impatient Love, careleſs and brave, 

They ſeize the Bed, not ſeding there u Grave; 
What follow'd, Shame forbids me , 

But who ſo ignorant as net to gueſs, 

Now their tir'd Senſes they to Slegp commit, 

A Sleep as ſtill as Death ; ah, too like it! 

"Twas then,methought, Lheard dheipGroansthaty'd; 
Alas! *twas more-than Thought! L, terrifytd, 

/ Lay trembling, cold, and without Fow'r to move 
lu % dear Bed, which y0u had made me love, 
THAN . 186, I SET BLUE Ht! 3& 5 U ] 
= | while WY - 


* 
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While you in the ſoft Bonds of Sleep lay Faſt, 
cham dich the Joys of Love, chen newly . 5 11 
Fearing #0 diſobey, 1 ae at laſt. 8% 
Witaeſs, fwcer tieavins, how tender was abe Strife 1 
Betwixt the Name of Daughter and-of , .. | | j 
mam ED Late ade © 14 
In ſuch an Refa of Love to mine. 5 ng 
1 :2is'd abe pointed Bel to piece ahat Rant; 1 
But ah! d Amempt freak nearet my Own Heart, 1 
My Soul divided-thus, theſe Wards, among | ap 
A thouſand Sighs, fell @ftly From my Tongue. 1. 
4 Doſt chou not heod a Backers af Will ? WY 
* Doſt thou not fear his Dow! r nchen, andchill. 1 q 44 
ho can kill, en A confider whos 1 
Can A thik Death 2 againft adovernoo? — 17% 
© What has my Sex #ich Blood. and aum to do nl 
© Fyc, thay aw aqwiby Love to rn. 1 
ud © Thy SiſtarBaides by-chis have all abend. 9 
id. ' © With Shame their Cauage and their . i bo 
© If not a Danghuzr, yer a Siſter de. 49H 
© No, 4 mill incuer frike: If ane muſt dic, | "8 
© Linus ſhalllive; gad a Death this nb. 158 
What has he done, or i, what greater lle Fit 1 


; 


« Wege he as guilty as any ather word 

« Preſent him, why muſt 1 be ſtain'd with Blood? 

© Ponyards and Swords i}! with my Sex-aguee: 

Soft Looks, and Sighs of Love, our Weapons bg, 

As I lamented thus, the Teats apace 8 

TO” from wy pity ing Eyes, on thy loy'd Face. 
Whalt 


—— ———..— 
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While you, with kind and am'rous Dreams poſſeſt, 
Threw careleſly your dear Arm o'er my Breaſt, 
There thinking to repeat Joys lately known, 
Your Hand upon my Sword was almoſt thrown, 
»Twas time to call, no longer 1 forbore, 
Dreading the Day's approach, my Father's more. 
Wake, Linas, wake, I cry'd; O quickly wake, 
Or ſleep for ever here: Thi Alarm you take, 
Start up; ask twenty Queſtions in one Breath: 

To all 1 anſwer thus Delay is Death; | 
Fly while tis dark; and ſcape eternal Night. ; 


While it was dark you made à happy Flight: 
1 ſtay'd to meet the Terrors of the Light. 
With Day my Father comes, the Dead to view; 
And finds the diſmal Sum one tort, by you. 
Enrag d to ſee his Treachery bettay- d. 
By his Command, Pm thus in Fetters laid. 
Is this Reward due to my Love from Fate? 
Ah, wretched Flame !- Paſſion unfortunate! 
Since Ie ſuffer'd under Jun s Rage. 
Nothing that Rivall'd/Goddeſs can afſwage 
Th' unhappy Miſtreſs of the mighty Fove, 
Chang'd to a Cow, a Form unapt for Love, 
Views in her Father's Streams her Head's Array, 
Sees her own Horns, and frighted, tarts away. 
When ſhe'd complain, ſhe lows ; and equal Fears. 
From her new ſelf ſurpriſe. her Eyes and Ears, 
An vain to loſe the frightful gies . | 
You _— 8 ve where 2 2g | 


- 


I 7 
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In vain ſhe wanders over Lands and Seas; 
Can the find Cure whoſe ſelf is the Diſcaſe 2 -. - 
Sadly ſevere the Change in het appear'd, * 
Whoſe Beauty Fove has lov'd, and Fane fear'd. 
Graſs and the Springs her Food and Drink ſupply : 
Her only Dodging's the untheltring Sky. 
What need 1 urge Antiquity ? my Fate 
Is a freſh Inftance of the Goddeſs Hate. 
A double ftock of Tears by me are ſpilt, 
Both for my Brother's Death, and Siſter's Guilt. 
Yet, as if that were ſmall, theſe Chains arrive, 
*Cauſe I, alone, am guiltleſs, you alive, , _. 
But; my dear Lord, if any Thooghr you have, 
Or of the Love, of of the Life I gare: 
If any Memory with you does laſt, ' 
Or of the Pleaſures, or the Dangers paſt, 
Now, Linus, now fome Help to her afford, 
Who wants the Liberty ſhe gave her Lord. 
If Life forſake me e'er 1 you can ſee, | 
And Death, before my Linxs, ſet me free, 
Yet my unhappy Earth from hence remove, _ 
And give thoſe Obſequics are due to Love. 
When Pmiinrerd 1 know ſome Tears will fall: 4 
Then let this licrle Epitaph be all. 

Here lies 4 Love compleat, the bapleſs Wife, 

Who catch the Death aim d at ber Hausband, Lify, 
Here 1 muſt reſt my Hand, tho“ much temains, 
'Tis quite diſabled with the Weight of Chains, 
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Theſe Lines from uhatinnhappy Shane lane, 
Where you forfook me NS 
And che moft-cender Lover did bætay, * 
White loc d an Merp, and in yaur — | 
When Morning Dew on all the Fields did fall, / 
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Then J, half ſleeping,firetch\dmetow ids your Place, 
And/fought-co-preſs you with a new Imbrace : 
Oft ſought-to. preſs you cloſe, but ſtill in vain 3 

My folding/Arms came empty back again. 
Startled, I roſe, and found that you were gone, 
Ther on my» widew'd ned fell raging down: 


And tote that Hait, which you onee lik'd ſo well. 
By the Moon's Light I che wide Shore did view, 
But all was Deſart, and ao Sight of 9]. 
Then every Way with Loves mad Haſte I fly, 
But ill my Feet wh my Deſizes comply; - | 
Wearythey ſink in the deep yielding Sands, þ 
Refuſing to obey ſuch wild; Commands. 2 
To all the Shoxze of Theſens 1 complain, - = © 
The Hills and Rocks ſend back that Name again: 
oft they repeat alaud the mournful Noiſe, 
And kindly aid a hoe and. dying Voice. | 
Tho” faint, yet Rill-impatient, next I. 
To climb a rough-Reep Mountain Shich 
(My fucious.Love-unyſuel-$trength ſupply d:) 
From thence, . pa ovcey fide, = 
Far off the. flyiag Voſſel . eα t. 1 
In your ſwelld Sails the manton Wins did play, 
(They court yau,fiagoghenſec:yaufale a *. * 
1 ſaw, or fancy)d that Lſawgan Gate, 
And my, chill Veins frone up with cold Deſpair : - 
Thus did 1 languiſh, *rilbaeturning Rage 
In new Expogams did.my Grd iSonal ingage, 


Theſes 


Reat the fond Baeaſt, mhere; ſpight of me, you dwell, 
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Theſeus, 1 cry, perfidious Theſes ſtay ? 


(ut you are deaf, deaf as the Winds, origes!) 


Stay your falſe Flight, and let your Veſſel bear 
Hence the whole Number which the landed here! 
In loud and doleful Shrieks I tell the teſt; 
And with freſh Fury: wound my hated Breaft, 
Then all my ſhining: Ornaments-I'rear, - 
And with ſtretch'd Arms wave them in open Air, 
That you might ſee het hom you could not hear, 
But when out of my Sight the Veſſel flew, 

And the Horizon ſhut me from the View ; 
From my ſad Eyes; what Floods of Tears did fall! 
(Till then Rage would not let mic weep at all.) 
Still let them weep, for loſing fight of you, 
"Tis the whole Buſineſs which they ought to do. 
Like Baabe raving Priefts ſometimes 1 go: 
With ſuch wild Haſte, with Hair diſhevel'd ſo. 
Then on ſome craggy Rock fir ſilent down, 
As cold, unmov'd, and ſenſleſs as the Stone. 
To our once happy Bed 1 often fly; © 
(No more the Place of mutual Love and Joy.) 
See where my much lov'd Theſeus once was laid, 
And kiſs the Print which his dear Body made, 
Here we both lay; 1 ery, falſe Bed reftore 
My Theſens, kind and faithful as before. 
1 brought him here, here loſt him while 1 ſlept. 


How well, falſe Bed, you have my Lover kept! 
Alone and helpleſs in this deſart ace, 
| The ſtept of Man or Beaſt I cannot trace, 
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On ev'ry fide the foaming Billows beat, 
But no kind Ship does offer a Retreat. 
And ſhould the Gods ſend me ſome lucky Sail, 
Calm Seas, good Pilots, and a profp'rous Gale; 
Yet then my Native Soil 1 durſt not ſee, 4 
But a ſad Exile muſt for ever be. Lat 
From all Crete's hundred Cities I am curſt, 
From that fam'd Ifle where Infant 'Fove was nurft. 
cru I betray*d for you, and, what's more dear, 
Betray'd my Father, who that Crown does wear, 
When to your Hands the fatal Clew 1 gave, 

Which thro* the winding Lab'rinth led you ſafe : 
Then how you lov'd, how eagerly imbrac'd ! 

How oft you ſwore, by. all your Dangers paſt, 
That with my Life your Love ſhould ever laſt * 
Ah, perjur'd;Theſens,| I Thy Lure fagvive, OK 
If one forſaken and expos'd does live. 

Had you ſlain me; as you my Brother flew, 

You'd then abſoly*'d your ſelf from ev'ry Vows 
Now both my preſent Grief denies me Reft, 

And all, that a wild Fancy can ſuggeſt | 

Of dreadful Ills to come, diſtracts my Breaft. 
Before my Eyes à thouſand Deaths appear, 

1 live, yet ſuffer all the Deaths I fear. 
Sometimes 1 think that Lions there do go, 

And ſcarce dare truſt my Sight, that old mort. 
Imagine that fierce Wolves are howling there, 
And at th' jimagin'd Noiſe ſhrink up with Fear. 
Then think what Monſters from the Sea may riſe, 
Or faney bloody Swords befote wy Nes. 
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But moſt I dead to be a Ou tive mν,οtm 
And ſec theſe Hands in ſervile o imploy'd, 

Unwonthy my EAtraction from a Line 
On one ſide Royal, and on both Divine: 
And, (which my Indignatiom more would move, ) 
Unworthy her whom beſen once did dove. 

If tow'eds the Sea I look, or row! rds the Land, 
Objects: of Hotrot ſtill before me Rand. _ 
Nor dare Liook tow! ide Heav'n, or hope to find 
Aid from ihoſe Gods cho chang'd u Theſens Nil 
If Beaſts alone within this Aland stay,, 
Behold me left to them a -helpleſs $Pcey"! * 

If Men dwell here they maſt be Savage too, 
This Soil, this Haven madecgentle Theſen, ſo. 
Wauld Arber, never had my Brotherrfiain, 
Nor for bi- r- mac Les again. 
Would thy ſtroug Anm had never gin the Wound, 
Which ſtruclc tie doubrful M onſter to the G round 
Nor I had giv'ntthe guiding Dhread tothee, 
Which, to mon Deſtꝛuct ion, ſet thee free. 
Let the unknowing wWolld thy 'Conqueſt praiſe, 
It daes met wiriddnts Wender milet! 1 
So har&6:awtheart, 'unaratd, miglat ſufely from 
The Strength ant Shaopneſof the Monſters Hom, 
If Flint Seel ioonld be Jcouve of Mou, 
Nowoom:for Beat conhd/in thut Breaft be found. 
Curſt be the Sleep which Teal'd theſe Byers ſo faſt 
Curſt, that begun, it did not ever laſt 
For ener curſt be that -officious Wind, 


Which fs thy Sai, dunn dee 
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arſt Hand, which me, and which my Brother kid? 
With what Misfortunes our ſad Houſe't has fill'd!)* © 
nd curſt the Tangue, which with ſoft Wordyberray* 4. - 
nd empty Vows, a poor believing Maid! | 
lecp and the Winds againſt me had combin'd 
1 yain, if perjar'd Theſeus had not join'd. 
root Ariadne, thou mult. periſh here, 
reathe out thy Soul in ftrange and hated Air, 
or wow thy pitying. Mother ſhed one Tear; 

a kind Hand which thy f d. Eyes may cloſe, 
nd id thy tiff Limbs, may decently compoſe. 
Thy Carcaſs to the Birds muſt be a Prey. 
Thus Theſews all thy Kindneſs does repay ! 
Mean while to Athens your ſwift Ship does run; 
here tell the wendring Crowd what you have done: 
ow the mixt Prodigy vos did ſubdue ; 
he Beaſt and Mam haw with one Strobe you flew. 
Deſcribe tha Lalfrint by. aadfrow-taught by me, 
You (cagdfromall tho perplex'd* Mues free. 
Tell, in renting what gen tons Things you? ve done: 
Such Gtatitude-will a x THunmpbs crown.! 
Sprung ſure om Roch, and nov of human Race! 
Thy Cruelty does thy great Line diſgezace- 
Yet couldſt tho as barbſrongsasnthbn art, 
Theſe diſmal, Loo they,woutd/touch thy Heart. 
You cannot ſee, yet thun me now 8 


— 


Fix'd to ſome Rock, as if Tthere did grow, 

And trembling at the Waves which roll below. 

Look, on pxytrormm and my diſforder'd Hairs, 

Look on my ny Kobe we through with ow rs of 1 
WI 
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With the cold Blaſts ſee my whole Body, ſhakes, 
And my numm' d Hand unequal Letters makes. 

I do not urge my hated Merit now, vs | 
But yield, this once, that you do nothing on owe. = | 
1 neither ſav'd your Life, nor ſet you free: 
ret therefore muſt you force this Death on me? 
Ah! ſee this wounded Breaſt worn out with Sighs, 
And theſe faint Atms ſtreteh'd to the Seas and Skies, 
see theſe few Haits yet ſpar'd by Gtief and Kage, 
some Pity let theſe flowing Tears eagage. 

Turn back, and, if I'm dead when you tüm, 

Yet * my Ales 1 in their peaceful Urn. 
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by JOHN PUL 1. . 

The ARGUMENT. 
WH icrmione, the Daughter of Menelaus and Helena, 
was by Tyndarus her Grandfather (to whom 
Menelaus had ctommitred the Government of his 
Houſe when he went to Troy) contracted to Oreſtes. 
Her Father Menelaus, not knowing thereof, had 
betroth'd her to. Pyrrbus, the Som of Achilles, 
who returning from the Trojan Hass ftole her 
away. mung Joo writes to — as wer 
lows. vr) ; 


HIS, 888 with LN — 
From her that was your Wife and Couſin roy 
Your Couſin Kill, but oh! that deaxer Name 
df Wife, another now; does fally claim. 
| hat Woman can, I have already SS nes bn 
et Tm confin'd by rough Achille Son. 
ith much of Pain, and all the Art I Knew, 
ſtrove to ſhun him, yet all would not do. 
tand off, ſaid 1, foul. Raviſher take heed, 
My injur'd Husband will Revenge this Deed; ; 
e | 
ro his loath'd Chamber drag d me by the Hair. * 


: J 
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Thou haſt a tender Cate, ot Thought for me, 


; 
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Had Troy ſtill. ſtood, had every. Grecian Dame 
Become a Prey to.th* haughty Victor's Flame, 
What could I more have ſuffer'd than 1 do? 
Far more than poor Andromache e et nem 
But oh, my Dear! if, as I have for thee, 


Come bravely on, and as robb*d Tygers bold, 
Snatch me half Murther'd from the Monſter's hold, Cc 
Can, you purſue each petty Robbers Life? 

And yet thus tamely loſe a raviſh'd Wife? 
Think how my. Father Menelaws tag d Yo! 
For his loſt Queen, think what a War he wag'd, 

When pow'|rful®Greece was in his Cauſe ingag'd. 


Had he ſat. quietly; and nothing-try'd, Yet 
As once ſhe. was, ſhe' d ſtill been Pari Bride. Anc 
Prepaze no Fleet, you will no Forces ned, Wit 
By you, and only you, I would be freed. And 


Not but wrong'd Martiage is a Cauſe alone 


Suffivienr-for-tW ingaging-Worldto own. acl 
Sprung the Roya rep Line; = Shall 
Tou are no leſ by Blved-than Marriage mine. 5 © 
Theſe double Ties doubte-Love perſuade, No, 
And each ſuſfeient to deſerve your Aid⸗- et 4 
I to your A wa by my Gtardian giv'n,” ears 
The only BH 1 would have begg'd from Heav'n. on 
But that unknown,” ( my unhappy Fate!) or v 
My Father guve me to rhe Man 1 hate. t ſig] 

Juſt were thoſe Infunt Vows to you 1 made, his! 
But ch is aſt Act hu a thoſt Vows bettay'd. The d 
* Tod 


HERMIONE # ORESTES. # 
Too well he knows what *tis to be in Love; ; 
How can he then my Paſſion diſapprove? 
Since Love himſelf has felt, he will, nay muſt, 
Allow this Paſſion in his Daughter juſt. 
My Fate refembles my wrong'd Father's Cafe, 
And Pyrrbi is that Thief that Paris was. 
Let my proud Goaler the brave Deeds run o'er, 
Count all the Laurels his great Parents wore, 
What e' ex his cou d, yours greater did, and more, 
Let him claim Kipdred with ſome God above, 
You are deſcended from the Mighty@ove. - 
Brave as you are, I wiſh *twere undetſtobd 
By ſomething elfe, than by Ægiſtbul Blood ; 
ret you are Innocent, Fate drew the Sword, 
And a religious Duty gave the Word. 
With this the Tyrant does my Lord diſgrace, 
And what's ſtill worſe, dares do it to my Face: 
hilſt burſt with Envy, I am forc'd to be 
Rackt, and tormented with his Blaſphemy. 
Shall my Oreſfes be abus'd, and I 
s one that's unconcern'd fit cateleſs by) 
o, though diſabled, and of Arms bereft, 
et as a Woman 1 have one way left, 
ears I can ſhed, ſuch as will yield Relief 
o my ſick Mind, choak'd with exceſs of Grief; 
or when the big-charg*d Storm hath loft its Pos r, 
t ſighs it ſelf into a filent Show'r. 
his I can do, whilſt by each other preſt, 
The dewy Peatls run trickling o'et my Breaſt. 


D Bra 
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But how ſhou'd 1 this fatal Woe eſcape? 
All our whole Race was ſubject to a Rape: 
I need not tell, how in ſoft Feathers dreſt, 
The wanton God his ſoftex Nymph poſſeſt; 
How thro* the Deep in unknown Ships convey d 
Hippodame was from her Friends betray d; 

How the fair Tyndaris, by Force detain'd, 

By th' Amyclean Brethren was regain'd, 

How afterwards by. all the Greojan.Pow'r 

She was brought back from the 1daan Shore, 

I ſcarce remember that ſad Day, and yet, 
Toung as I was, I do remember it. 

Her Brothers wept, her Siſter to remove 

Her Fears, call'd on the Gods, and her on Jove, 
Mother, ſaid I, in a weak mournful Tone, 

Will you be gone, and leave me here alone ? 

When you are gene why ſhowd I ſtay behind ? 

All this 1 ſpoke, but ſpoke it-to the Wind. 

"Now like the reſt of my curſt Pedigree, 

By this loath'd Wretch 1 am detain'd from thee, 
The brave Achilles wou'd have blam'd his Son, 
Nor, had he liv*'d, would this have e' er been dons 
He ne' er had thought it lawful to divide 

Thoſe two, whom Marriage had ſo firmly ty'd. aun 
What is't, ye Gods, that thus proyokes your Hate, Pf g. 
Or what curs'd Star rules my unhappy. Fate? W vc 6 
Why am I plagu'd by your injurious Pow'r, rait 
Aobb'd of my Parents in a tender Hour? o thi 
He to-the War, ſhe with her Lover fled, Neale. 

- Though living both, yet both to me were dead. 

| Np 
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No babling Words half fram'd upon thy Tongue 
Lull'd me to ſoft Repoſe when I was young. 

Your tender Neck was ne er imbrac'd by me, 

Nor ſat I ever ſmiling on your Knee; 

You never tended me, nor was 1 led 

By thee (deat Mother) to my Marriage-bed. 

WA: your Return, I ſaw, but knew you not; 

o ſure my Mother's Face I had forgot. 

I gaz d, and gaz'd, but knew no Feature there, 

et thought *twas you, *cauſe ſo divinely Fair. 

Such was our Ignorance, even you, alas! 

Ed your own Daughter, where your Daughter wah 

Thou, my Oreſtes, wert my ſole Delight, 

Yer thee too I muſt loſe, unleſs you fight. 

;77hus with-holds me from thy my that” s all 

ermiout has gain'd by Ilium's Fall. 

Soon as the early Harbinger of — 

ilds the glad Orb with his reſplendent Ray; 

y Gries made gentler by th* approaching Light, 

nd ſome Pain ſeems to vaniſh with the Night; 

nd when a Darkneſs o'er the Earth is ſpread, 

nd 1 retutn all penſive to my Bed, 

ears from my Eyes, as Streams from Fountains flow, 

ſhun this Husband, as I'd ſhun a Foe. 

e, | pft grown unmindful through diſtractive Cares, 

. ſtretch'd my Arms, and touch'd him unawares ; 

rait then 1 check the wandring Senſe, and fly 8 


o the Bed's utmoſt Limits, yet I lye 
eſtleſs eyen there, and think I'm ſtill too nigh, 


| 
”y D 2 oft 
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Oft 1 for Pyrrhus have Oreſtes ſaid, 
But bleſt the Ertor which my Tongue had made, 
Now by that Royal God, whoſe Frown can make 
The Vaſſal Globe of his Creation ſhake, | 
Th* Almighty Sire of our unhappy Race, 

And by the ſacred Urn that does imbrace 

Thy Father's Duſt, whoſe once loud Blood may boat 
"Thou in Repoſe haſt laid his ſleeping Ghoſt ; 
P11 either live my dear 9reftes* Wife, 
Or to untimely Fate reſign my Life. 
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By Mr. TATE. 


The ARGUMENT. 
Leader accuſtom'd nightly to ſwim over the Helle- 
ppont 20 viſit Hero (Prieſteſs of Venus Temple)- 


1 being. at laſt hinder d . ſrom his wonted 
_ Corſe, ſendi her the following Epiſtle, 


Eceiye this Letter from Leander, fraught 
WithService, which he rather would have brought, 
Read with a Smile, and yet, if thou would' ſt crown 
My wiſer Wiſhes, read them with a Frow | 
That Anger from thy Kindneſs will proceed, 
"Cauſe of Leander thou canſt only read. 
The Seas rage high, and ſcarce could we provall 
With the moſt daring Mariner to ſail. 
Embark' d at laſt, and ſeulking in the Hold, 8 


My Stealth is to my jealous Parents told, 

As much too tim'rous they, as 1 too bold. 

I wiit, ſince, Writing was my ſole Relief, , 
And o'er the dewy Sheets thus breath'd my Grief, 
Meſt Letter, go, my tend' reſt Thoughts convey, » 
Fo her warm Lip thy Signets the will lay, 5 
gud with a Kiſs diſſolve thy Seals away. 2 
D 3 Sev'n 


54 OVYI D' ErrtSTLES. 


 $ey'n tedious Nights guiltleſs of Sleep I've Rood, 
Sigh'd with the Winds, and murmur'd with the Flood; 
Then climbing th* utmoſt Clifts her Coaſt to view. 
My Tears, like Glaſſes, th* Object nearer drew: 
By th' adverſe Winds and Waves detain'd on ſhore, 
My Thoughts run all our former Pleaſures o'er, 
And in ſoft Scenes of Fancy re-injoy 
The Bliſs that did our Infant Loves imploy. 
*Twas Night (a Curſe on the Impert'nent Light 
That pry'd and marr'd the Pleaſures of that Night) 
When firſt I ſwam the Ford; while Cynthia*'s Beams 
Look'd pale, and trembled for me in the Streams, 
My drooping Arms, in hopes they ſhall at length 
Imbrace thy Neck, feel freſh Supplies of Strength, 
The wond'ring Waves to their new Fury yield, 
Not Triton: fafter plow the liquid Field. 

Soon on the Temple's Spire your Totch 1 ſpy'd, 
Fixt like a Star my wat'ry Courſe to guide; 
Which Planet-like,ſhootsVigour through myveins; ; 


The Warmth of my Immortal Love ſuſtains, 
In the cold Flood, Life's periſhing Remains. 

But now the gentleſt Star that bleſt my Way, 
Your bright ſelf on the Turret I ſurvey, 
Then with redoubled Strokes the Waves divide, 
And by my Hero am at laſt deſcry'sd ; 
Scarce could your careful Confident reftrain, 
But you would plunge, and meet me in the Main; 
And made ſo fat your kind Endeavours good, ; 
That Ankle-deep on the Ford's Brink you ſtood; 


And ſcem'd the new xis'n Venus of the Flood. 
| The 
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The Shore now gain'd, to your dear Arms I flew, 
All dropping as I was with briny Dew ; 

Nor prov'd for that a more unwelcome Gueſt ; 

Your warm Lip to my bloodleſs Cheek you preſt, c 
Nor felt my Locks diſtilling on your Breaſt. 

Your haſty Robes are o'er my Shoulders thrown, 
To ſhroud my ſhiv*ring Limbs, you ſtript your own: 
Forgetting how your too officious Care, 

Left thee (my tend'reſt Part) expos'd to Air. 

The Night and we are conſcious to the reſt, 
Delights that ought not, cannot be expreſt. 

We knew ſhort Space was to our Pleaſures ſet, 

And therefore loy'd not at the common rate. 

But ch* utmoſt Fury of our Flames imploy' d, 

The Minues flew leſs faſt than we enjoy'd. 

With ſuch diſpatch that Night's dear Joys we wrought, 
To recolle& would make an. Age of Thought. 

At length the ſickning Stars began t' expire, 

And I with them am ſummon'd to retire. 
Confus'dly then we our Love-Task diſpatcht, 

Ten thouſand Kiſſes in a Minute ſnatcht. 

Tour Woman chid that I ſo long delay'd, 

You preſt me cloſe, then ask'd me why 1 Raid. 

My Stay you firſt reprov'd, and then my Haſte, 

Nor cry*d Farewel, till you had claſp'd me faſt. 
Day broke &er we our Am'rous Strife could end; 
Then ſighing Ito the cold Beach deſcend. 

Truſt me, the Seas from your dear Coaſts ſeem ſteep, 
And all the way methinks I climb the Deep. 
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But when reviſiting your Shores, I ſeem 
Deſcending till, and rather fall than ſwim. 
I loath my Native Soil, and only prize 


That Region where my Loye's dear Treaſure lyes. 


Why is not Seſtos to Abydus join'd? 
Since we united are in Heart and Mind. 


The ſame our Hopes, our Fears, and our Deſires, 


Love is our Life, and one Love both inſpires. 
But ah! what Mis'ries on that Love attend, 


Whoſe Joys on hum*rous Seas and Winds depend? 


I by their Quarrel loſe, forc'd to delay 
My tender Viſit, till they end the Fray. 


When firſt 1 croſt the Gulph, the Dolphin, gaz'd, 


The Sea Nymphs fled, the Tritons were amaz'd. 
But now no more I ſeem a Prodigy, 

But paſs for an Inhabitant o' th' Sea. 

And ſince my Paſſage is by Storms withſtood, 
Pm nightly miſs'd by th* Brothers of the Flood. 
Oft have I curſt the tedious Way, but oh! 

I wiſh in vain that tedious Paſſage now. 

Yield me again, kind Floods, my tireſome Way, 
*Twas never half ſo tireſome as my Stay. 

Muſt then my Halcyon Love all Winter ſleep, 
And ne'er launch forth into a troubled Deep? 
Muſt 1 deſiſt my Homage to perform, 

And ſculk at home for ey*ry peeviſh Storm? 

If thus the Summer Guſts detain my Courſe, 
How ſhall I through the Winter Surges force? 
Abſence ev'n then I ſhall not long ſuſtain, 
But boldly plunge into the raging Main ; 


And 
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And if the ſwelling Floods not ſoon aſſwage, 
111 make my Boaſting good, and date theilt Rage, 

My vent'rous Scape ſhall in your Arms be bleſt, 
Or if I'm loſt, my Anxious Love find zelt7 7 
The Waves at leaſt will do my Corpsthe grace 

To waft it to my wonted landing Place: 
Or of its own accord the. Am*rous Clay 
Will thither float, nor loſe ſo known a Way ! 
1 gueſs your Kindneſs will ey'n then perform 1 - 
To the cold Trunk, what you were wont when warm; 
Your ſelf diſmantling, you will ſhroud me oe, 
And grieye to find your Bolom's Warmth no more 
Have Pow'r, my vital Spirits to reſtore. 5 
If this fad Fancy. diſcompoſe thy Breaſt, 
Think *twas but Fancy, and reſume thy Neſt. 
Invoke the wat'ry Pow'rs (thy Pray' ts are Charms) 
Taſſwage the Storm, and yield me to thy Arms. 
But when to your dear Manſion I, arrire, 
Looſe ev'ry Wind, and let the Tempeſt drive. 
'Twill give my Stay Pretence, nor can you chide 
Whilſt Thunder pleads fo loudly on my fide, 
'Till then permit this Letter to ſupply 
The Author's Place, and in thy Boſom lye. 
Lodg'd in thy Breaſt, my Paſſion *twill imparr, . 
And whiſpez its ſoft Meſſage to thy Heart. 
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HER OJ Anſwer. 


y the ſame Hand. 


17 H ſuch Delight 1 read your Letter o'er, 
0 YourPreſence only could have giy*z me more. 
Excuſe my Paſſion, if it ſoar above 
Your Thought; no Man can judge of Woman's Lore, 
With Bus'neſs you, or Pleaſures, may ſuſtain 
The Pangs of Abſence, and divert the Pain. 
The Hills, the Vales, the Woods, and Streams are tor'{ 
With Game, and Profit with Delight afford. 
Whilſt Gins for Beaſts, and Snares for Fowl you ſet, 
You ſmile, and your own am'rous Chains forget. 
Ten thouſand Helps beſides affect your Cure, 
Whilſt Woman's ſole Relief is to endure. 
Or with my Confident 1 hold Diſcoutſe, 
Debating what ſhould interrupt your Courſe : 
Or viewing from aloft the troubled Tide, 
Miz in the Fray, and with the Tempeſt chide, 
Or in the Storm's leaſt Interval ſuſpect 
Your ſtay, and almoſt charge you with Neglect. 
1 ſeek your Footſteps on the Sands in yain, | 
Ihe Sands no more confeſs thee than the Main. 
1watch th' arriving Barks, and never fail 


I. ipquize of you, ang wytte by ew'ry Sail, 


al 
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Still as the ſetting Sun reſtores the Night, 
(The Night to me more welcome than the Light,) 
1 fix my flaming Torch to guide my Love, 

Nor ſhines there any friendlier Star above.. 

Then with my Work or Book the time 1 cheat, 
And midſt the Task Leander's Name repeat. 

My wedded Thoughts no other Theme purſue, 

I talk a hundred things but all of you. 

What think'ſt thou, Nurſe, does my Leander come? 
Or waits he *till his Parents fleep at home? : 
For he is forc'd to ſteal his Paſſage there, 

As nightly we by ſtealth admit him here. 

Think'ſt thou that now he ſtrips him in the Bay, 
Or is already plung'd, and on his Way? 

Whilſt ſhe, poor Soul, with tedious Watching ſpent, 
Makes half Replies, and Nodding gives Aſſent. 
Yet cannot I the ſmalleſt Pauſe allow, 

But ery, He is launch'd forth for certain now. 
Then ey'ry Moment thro' the Window peeps 

With greedy Eyes examine all the Deep; 

And whifper to the Floods a tender Pray' x 

In your behalf, as if 1 ſpy'd yon there: 

Or to beguile my Griefs my Ear incline, 

And take each gentte Breeze's Voice for thine: 
At laſt, ſirpriz'd with Sleep, in Dreams I gain 
That Bliſs for which I wak'd ſo long in vain. 

To ſhroud you then my Shoulders I diveſt, 


And claſp you ſhiv'ring, to my warmer Breaſt ; 4 


A Loyer need not be inform's the Reſt, 


if Theſe 
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Theſe Pleaſures oft my ſlumb' ring Thoughts imploy, 


But ftill th' are Dreams, and yield no ſolid Joy. 


Tho' ne'er ſo lively the Fruition be, 
To fill my Bliſs 1 muſt have very thee, 
At preſent, I confeſs, the Seas are rough, 


But were laſt Night compos'd, and calm enough; 
Why did you then my longing Hopes delay? 


Why diſappoint me with a total Stay? 
Is it your Fear that makes my Wiſtes vain? 


When reugher, you have oft ingag'd the Main; 


If it be Fear, that friendly Fear retain, 
Nor viſit me *till you ſecurely may; 


Your Danger would afflict me more than Stay. 
Dread ey*ry Guſt that blows, but oh! my Mind 
Miſgives, leſt you prove various as that Wind. 


If e' er you change, your Error ſecret keep, 
And in bleſt Ignorance permit me ſleep. 


Not that 1 am inform'd y' ate chang'd at all, 


But abſent Lovers fear whate' er may fall. 


Detain'd by th' Floods, your Stay 1 will not blame; 


But leſs I dread the Floods than ſome new Flame, 


Be huſht ye Winds, ye raging Billows ſleep, 


And yield my Love ſafe Paſſage thro* the Peep. 


Bleſt Sign, the Taper ſparkles whilſt I pray, 


A Gueſt i' th' Flame! Leander's on his Way! 


Our Houſhold Altar yields propitious Signs, 


From which my Nurſe your ſwift Approach divines, 


The Crickets too of your Arrival warn, 


And ſay our Number mall increaſe e er Morn. 


Come, 
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Come, gentle Youth, and with thy Preſence make 
The glad Conje&ure true; the Day will break, 
And mart our Blifs; prevent the haſt'ning Morn; 
To me and Love's forſaken Joys return. 
My Bed without thee will afford no Reſt, 
There is no Pillow like Leander's Breaſt, 
Doſt thou ſuſpe& the Time will be too ſhort ? 
Or want*ſt thou Strength th* Adventure to ſupport } 
If this detain thee, Oh! no longer ſtay, 
ll plunge and meet thee in the Flood half way. 
Thus in the verdant Waves our Flames ſhall meet, 
And Danger make the ſoft Imbcace more ſweet. 
Our Love's out owny-which yet we take by Stealth, 
Like Midnight Miſers from their hidden Wealth, 
*Twixt Decency and Loye unhappy made, 
Whilſt Fame forbids what our Deſires perſuade, . 
How art thou, nightly ſnatch*d from me away, 
To dare the Flood, when Sailors keep the Bay? 
Yet be advis'd, thou Conqu*ror. of the Tide, 
Nor in thy youthful Strength ſo much confide. 
Think not thine Arms can more than Oars prevail; 
Nor dare to find, when Pilots fear to ſail. 
With mach Regret I cautiouſſy perſuade, 
And almoſt wiſh my Counſel diſobey' d. 
Yet when to the rough Main my Eyes I turn, 
Methinks I never can enough forewarn: 
Nor does my laſt Night's Viſion leſs affcight, 
(Tho' expiated with many a ſacred Rite,) 
A ſporting Dolphin, whilft the Flood retir'd, 
Lay hid Pt” Oe, and on the Beach expir'd, 

What 
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What e' et the Dream portend, as yet reſide 

In the ſafe Port, nor truſt th' inconſtant Tide. 

The Storm (too fierce to laſt) will ſoon decay, 
Then with redoubled Speed redeem your Stay. 
'Till then theſe Sheets ſome Pleaſure may impart; 
They bring what moſt you prize, your Hero's Heart, 
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Laodamia to Proteſlaus. 


By THO.FLATMAN, Ri; 


The ARGUMENT. 


proteſilaus, lying Wind-bound at Avlis, in the Gre: 
cian Fleet, deſogn'd for the Trojan War, bir 
Wife Laodamia ſends this following Epiſtle to 
Him. 5 


Ham to the gentle Man of War, and may 

What Laod amia ſends, the Gods convey. 

The Wind that Aill in Aulis holds my Dear, 

Why was it not ſo croſs to keep him here 2 

Let the Wind raiſe an Hurricane at Sea, 

Were he but ſafe and warm aſhore with me. 

Ten thouſand Kiſſes I had more to give him, 

Ten thouſand Cautions, and ſoft Words to leave him: 

In Haſte he left me, ſummon'd by the Wind, 

(The Wind to barbarous Mariners only kind.) 

The Seaman's Pleaſure is the Lover's Pain, 

(Proteſilaws is from my Boſom ta' en!) 

As from my fault'ring Tongue half Speeches fell, 

(Scarce could I ſpeak that wounding Word, Farewe!,) 

A merry Gale (at Sea they call it ſo) 

Fil'd ev*ry Sail with Joy, my Breaſt with Wo; 
There- 
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There went my dear Proteſilaus---- 

While I could ſee thee, full of eager Pain, 

My greedy Eyes epicuriz'd on thine. 

When thee no more, but thy ſpread Sails I view, 
1 look'd, and look'd, till I had loſt them too; 
But when nor thee, nor them I could deſery, 
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| 
And all was Sea that came within my Eye, 1 
They ſay, (for I have quite forgot) they ſay ] 
I trait grew pale, and fainted quite away; / 
Compaſſionate Iphiclus, and the good old Man, B 
My Mother too, te my Aſſiſtance ran; 7 
In haſte cold Water on my Face they threw, 
And brought me to my ſelf with much-ado ; 0 
They meant it well, to me it ſeem' d not ſo, R 
Much kinder had they been to let mego; T 
My Anguiſh with my Soul together came, In 
And in my Heart burſt out the former Flame: W 
Since which, my uncomb'd Locks unheeded flow, H 
Undreſt, forelorn, I care not how I go; | Tl 
Inſpir'd with Wine, thus Bacchus frolick Rout A; 
Stagger'd of old, and ſtraggled all about. Th 
Put on, Put on, the happy Ladies ſay, | 
Thy Royal Kobes, fait Laodamia. A 
Alas! before Troy's Walls my Dear does lye, M. 
What Pleaſure can I take in Tyran Dye? Of 
Shall Curls adorn my Head, an Helmet thine ? Fly 


I in bright Tiſſues, thou in Armour ſhine ? 
Rather with ſtudied Negligence 1'1l be 
As ill, if not diſguiſed worſe than thee, 
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o Paris! rais'd by Ruins! may'ſt thou prove 
As fatal in thy War, as in thy Love! 
O that the Grecian Dame had been leſs fair, 
Or thou leſs lovely hadſt appear'd to her! 
O Menelaus! timely ceaſe to ſtrive ; 
With how much Blood wilt thou thy Loſs retrieve? 
From me, ye Gods, avert your heayy Doom, 
And bring my Dear, laden with Laurels home, 
But my Heart fails me, when I think of. War; 
The {ad Reflection coſts me many a Tear: 
I tcemble when I hear the very name 
Of ey*'ry Place where thou ſhalt fight for Fame. 
Beſides th* adventurous Raviſher well knew 
The ſafeſt Arts his Villany to purſue ; 
in noble Dreſs he did her Heart ſurptize, 
With Gold he dazzled her unguarded Eyes, 
He back'd his Rape with Ships and armed Men, 
Thus ſtorm'd, thus took the beauteous Fortreſs in. 
Againſt the Power of Love, and Force of Arms, 
There's no Security in the brighteſt Charms. 

Hefor I fear, much do 1 Hefor fear, 
A Man (they ſay) experienc'd in War. 
My Dear, if thou haſt any Love for me, 
Of that ſame Hecter prithee mindful be, 
Fly him be ſure, and ev'ry other Foe, 
Leaſt each of them ſhould prove an Hefor too. 
Remember, when for Fight thou ſhalt prepare, 
Thy Laodamia charg*d thee, have a care, 
kot hat Wounds thou receiy* ft, ate given to her. 
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If by thy Valour Troy muſt ruin'd be, | 
May not the Ruin leave one Scar on thee ; 
Sharer in th* Honour, from the Danger free ! 8 
Let Menelass fight, and force his Way 
Through the falſe Raviſher's Troops to his Helena. 
Great by his Vi&'ry, as his Cauſe is good, 
May he ſwim to her in his Enemies Blood, 
Thy Caſe is different---May'ft thou live to ſee 
(Deareſt) no other Combatant but me! 

Ye gen' rous Trojans, turn your Swords away 
From his dear Breaft, find out-a nobler Prey, 
Why ſhould you harmleſs Laodamia lay? 
My poor good-natur'd Man did never know 
What *tis to fight, or how to face a Foe; 
Yet in Love's Field what Wonders can he do! 


Great is his Proweſs, and his Fortune too; 


Let them go fight, who know not how to woe. 

Now 1 muſt own, 1 feat to let thee go; 

My trembling Lips had almoſt told thee fo. 
When from thy Father's Houſe thou didft withdray, 
Thy fatal Stumble at the Door I ſaw, 

I ſaw it, ſigh'd, and pray*d the Sign might be 

Of thy Return a happy Prophecy ! 

I cannot but acquaint thee with my Fear, 

Be not too brave, Remember, Have a care, 

And all my Dreads will vaniſh into Air, 

Among the Grecians ſome one muſt be found 
That firſt ſhall ſet his Foot on Trojan Ground ; 
Unhappy ſhe that ſhall his Loſs bewail, 

Grant, © ye Gods, thy Courage then may fail. 
of 
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Of all the Ships, be thine the very laſt, 


Thou the laſt Man that lands; there needs no haſte 


To meet a potent and a treach' tous Foe; 

Thon' lt land, I fear, too ſoon, tho? ne'er ſo flow, 
At thy Return ply ev'ry Sail and Oar, 

And nimbly leap on thy deſerted Shoar.- 

All the Day long, and all the lonely Night, 
Black Thoughts of thee my anxious Soul affright : 
Darkneſs, to other Womens Pleaſures kind, 
Augments, like Hell, the Torments of my Mind; 
1 court &en Dreams, on my forſaken Bed, 

Falſe Joys muſt ſerve, fince all my true are fled. 
What's that ſame airy Phantom ſo like thee? 
What Wailings do I hear, what Paleneſs ſce ? 

1 wake, and hug my ſelf, tis but a Dream. 
The Grecian Altars know 1 feed their Flame, 

The want of hallow'd Wine my Tears ſupply, 
Which make the ſacred Fire buuu Light and high. 
When ſhall 1 claſp thee in theſe Arms of mine, 
Theſe longing Arms, and lye diffoly'd in thine ? 
When ſhall 1 have thee by thy ſelf alone, 

To learn the wond*rous Actions thou haſt done? 
Which when in rapt' tous Words thou haſt begun, 
With many and many a Kiſs, prithee tell on; 
Such Interruptions graceful Pauſes are, 

A Kiſs in Story's but an Halt in War. 


But when 1 think of Trey, of Winds, and Waves, 


J fear the pleaſant Dream my Hope deceives: 
Contrary Winds in Pert detain thee too, 
In ſpite of Wind and Tide why wouldſt thou go? 
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Thus to thy Country thou wouldſt hardly come, 


In ſpight of Wind and Tide thou went'ſt from home, 


To his own City Neptune ſtops the Way, 
Revere the Omen, and the Gods obey. 
Return, ye furious Grecians, homeward fly; 
Tour Stay is not of Chance, but Deſtiny: 
How can your Arms expect deſit' d Succeſs, 
That thus contend for an Adultereſs ? 
But, let not me foreſpeak you, no,----ſet Sail, 
And Heay'n befriend you with a proſp'rous Gale! 
Ye Trojans! with Regret methinks I ſee 
Yout firſt Encounter with your Enemy; 
I ſee fair- Helen put on all her Charms, 
To buckle on her luſty Bridegroom's Arms; 
She gives him Arms, and Kiſſes ſhe rectives, 
(1 hate the Tranſports-each to other gives) 
She leads him forth, and ſhe commands him come 
| Safely viRtorioue, «nd «wctumphant home; 
And he (no doubt) will make no nice Delay, 
But diligently do whate'er ſhe ſay, 4 
Now he returns! ſee with what am'rous Speed 
She takes the pond*rous Helmet from his Head, 
And courts the weary Champion to her Bed. 
We Women, too too credulous, alas! 8 
Think, what we fear will ſurely come to paſe, 
Yet, while before the Leaguer thou doſt lye, 
Thy Picture is ſome Pleaſure to my Eye; 
That 1 careſs in Words moſt kind and free; 
And lodge it en my Breaſt, as I would thee z 


There 
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There muſt be ſomething in it more than Art, 


were very thee, could it thy Mind impart ; | i 
1 kiſs the pretty Idol, and complain, 1 ] 
As if (like thee) *twould anſwer me again. _ = 


By thy Return, by thy dear Self, I ſwear, 
By our Loves Vows, which moſt Religions are, 
By thy beloved Head, and thoſe gray Hairs 
Which time may on it ſnow, in future Years, 

1 come, where-&er thy Fate ſhall bid thee go, 
Eternal Partner of thy Weal-and Woe, 
So thou but live, tho' all the Gods ſay No, 

Farewel,---but prithee very careful be 
of chy beloved Self (I mean) of me, 
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By Mr. FOHN COOPER. 


-- The ARGUVMEN T. #1 
Hecuba, being with Child of Paris, dream'd ſhe 
was delivered of a Firebrand: Pria m, conſulting 

the Prophets, was anſwer d the Child ſhould be the 

Cauſe of the Defiruttion of Troy;  'wherefort 
1 commande d if _— be — to wild 
Beafts as ſoon 4s Hecuba conveys it 
ſecretly — Ida, there to be foſter d by the 
Shepherds, where be falls in love with the Nymph 
OEnone, bu at length being known and own d, 
he ſails into Greece, and carries Helen to Troy, 
which OEnone hearing, writes him this Epiſtle. | 


Ead this, (if your new Bride will ſuffer) read; 
And no Upbraidings from Mycens dread. 

Only OEpone here does of her Swain 5 
(If he will Jet her call him hers) complain. 
What God has robb'd me of your Love and you? 
Or from what Crime of mine proceeds my Woe ?- 
Misfortunes, when deſerv'd, we may endure, 
But when unjuſtly born, can find ap Cure. 
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OExONE to PARIS. JI 


Tho? now a Prince, not yet ſo great you was, 
When a fam'd Nymph, I ſtoop'd to your Imbtace: 
A Slave you was, (forgive what I have ſaid) |, 

Slave as you was, I took you to my Bed. 

Often, amidſt your Flocks, beneath ſome Shade, 
On Leaves and Flow'rs we am*couſly were laid. 
As oft, upon the Straw our Joys we prov'd 

in ſome low Shed from Winter Storms remoy'd. 
When you roſe up to hunt, I ſhew*'d you Game, 
Surpriz'd the Infant Savage and his Dam: 
Companion of your Sports, the Toils did place, 
And chear'd the ſwift-pac'd Hounds upon the Chace; 
Upon the Trees your Sickle carv'd my Name, 
And ev'ry Beach is conſcious of your Flame. 

Well I remember that tall Poplar Tree; 

(us Trunk is fill'd, and with Records of me,) 

Which, may it live! on the Brook's Margin ſet, © 

Has on its knotty Bark theſe Vexſes writ; 

When Paris lives not to OEnone true, 

Back Xanthus freams all to their Fountains flow. 

Turn! turn ye Streams! and Xanthus backwards go! 

The faithleſs Paris has forgot his Vow. 

Calm was our Love, bleſt with delightful Eaſe, 
Till a black Storm o' ercaſt my former Peace, 
When the three Heay'nly Beauties bleſt thine Eyes, 
Delign'd thee Umpire to beſtow the Prize. 

As from your Mouth the fatal Story came, - 

A ſwift cold Trembling ſhot thro? all my Frame. 

To ancient Sages, my juſt Doubts I bear, 

And all conclude fome dreadful Miſchief near. 


Noy 
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Now the tall Pines into ſtrong Barks you ſhape, | 


{ 
which ſweep the Surface of the yielding Deep. 
From your ſwoln Eyes the Teats at Parting crept, F 
Deny it not, nor be aſham'd you wept : 1 
(Your Love was then no Injury to your Fame, þ 
You daily burn in'a more ſhameful Flame.) '\ 
You wept, and on my Eyes you gazing food, 0: 
Whoſe falling Tears increas'd the briny Flood, v 
About my Neck your wreathing Arms you flung, 1 
*Cloſer than Vines to their loy'd Elms you clung: A 
When for your Stay you did the Tempeſts blame, I. 
Ho oft they laugh*d who knew the Ocean calm; Ui 
* Midſt thouſand Kiſſes, when you'd bid Farewel, Hi 
Scarce-could your Tongue the fatal Meſſage tell. As 
You are embarqu'd: Againft your Gally's Side M 
The plying Oats beat up the foaming Tide: An 
Till hurry*d from my Sight, your Ships I view, No 
Then my ſalt Tears the parched Sands bedew. An 
Soon, ye Sea Gods, again ſoon may he come, Wh 
(I fondly'pray'd) but to my Ruin ſoon. | Thi 
The Gods my Wiſhes do ſucceſsful make, No! 
But all, alas! for that curſt Strumpet's ſake, Anc 
My Pray'rs into another's Arms havebrought you Tho 
back, Whe 
A vaſt high Rock there i is, whoſe craggy Sides ASC 
Suſtain the Fury of incroaching Tidesz  - do n 
Tour Sails hence ſpy d, 1 hardly could delay, Del 
Plung*d in the Deep, to meet you by the way; And 
When one 1'ſaw, while a ſhort pauſe I made, For 1 
Nr Deck in glotious Purple clad: Not 


Gods: 


15 
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Gods! How I ſhook! Fear did my Soul poſſeſs 
With horror, to behold th' unuſual Dreſs. 
As nearer to the Shoar your Veſſel came, 


1 ſpy'd, O blaſting fight! the charming Dame; 
Nay more,---her wanton Head (into the Sea 


' Why leapt I not?) upon your Boſom lay. 


'Twas then I beat my Breaſt, and tore my Hair, / 
With all the Symptoms of a deep Deſpair. 

1 fill d the Air with my diſtracted Cries, -- 

And Ida's Mount reſounded with the Noiſe. / 
Thence with dire Imprecations 1 temov'd 

Vato thoſe conſcious Caves, where once we low'd. 
Hear me, ye Gods! May the curſt Helen be 

As wretched full as ſhe tras render'd me; 

May ſhe complain of falſe and broken Vows, 

And pine, like me, for a tegatdleſs SpouſG. 
Now they do Charm, who from their Radands. fy, 
And the wide Ocean plow, to follow thee ; © 
When a- poor Shepherd, à ſmall Flock you fed, 

Then I, and only I, vouchſaf d my Bed. 

Nor think 1 ſue to be in Courts ador'd, 

And own'd the Daughter of all As Lord; 

Tho? your great Patents need not be aſham' d 
When *mongft their many Children Lam nam' d. 

A Sceptet would not ill become this Hand, 

do much Liſh and metit to command. 

Deſpiſe me not, becauſe with: you 1 lays 

And paſs' d, on new · fall'n Leaves, the well ſpent Day ; ; 
For thy OEnont's worthy of a Bed, 

Not with green Leaves but 511 Purple ſpread.  _ 
bdafe 
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Safe you may Slecp and harmleſs in my Arms, 
Your Joys anintercapted with Alarms :- 

But with wy Rixal thus you muſt not live, 

Fox Greece in Atms demands the Fugitivr; 

Auin is all the Dowry ſhe can give. 

Ask your grave Friends, uith piercing iſdom * 
Whom: many Tears have much Expe ti ence taught. ' Wl: 


Ask Sage Amener, and your aged Stre, 
If ſhe's to be teſtard whom they tequire. 
Baſe Man! you Country fort het ſake deſttoy d, I 
Shame's on your part, and Juſtice on their fide. $ 
Ot ean you think that-ſhe will conſtant prove, Wl 
Who was ſo eaſily entic'd to love? T 


When once debauch'd, our Sex. for ever bun 

In lawleG fire; Virtue knows no return; 
Diſhonour never gives à ſecond Blow z 

And once 4 Whore the will be ever ſo. 

But her firm Love that ſaruple has remov d; 
Vain Man! ev'n thus .Atrides once ſhe lov'd. 
Alone he. lyes, poor cred' lous Cuckold, now! 5 


And does deplore what you er while muſt do. 
Fool that he was to think ſhe could be true 
Happy Andramabe / who juſty art 
Roſſeſſed of a firm and Loyal Heart! 
A Faith like hers thou haſt beheld in me, 
And Hector's Virtue ſhould have ſhin'd in thee ; 
But thou att lighter than the ſapleſs Leaf, 
Of which the Autumn Blaſts the Trees bereave; 
Or than the Stalks of the well cipen'd Wheat, 
Made the Winds fport by the Sun's parching het 
| 0 ; We 
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well 1 remember what your siſtet ſa id. | 
When the ſtrange God poſſeſy'd the furious Maid; 
OEnone, ceaſe to plow up fruitleſs Lands, . 

N And ſow the Seed upon the barren Sands. 

The Grecian Heifer comes, Who reaps thy Foyr, 

The Baye of Trop, and Priam's ancient Houſe 
*She comes! forbid it Heav'y : And ia the . 
Now, now, ye Gods, fink down the guilty Ship; 
Now is the time to plunge it in the Flood, | 
It brings Deſtruction, and is fraught with Blood. 
She ſaid: Her People ſnatch'd her from my View, 
As thro! the Woods full of the God the flew. 

Too true ſhe ſpoke! my Joys that Heifer prove, 6 


Does in my Groyes and Flowty Meadows move, 
And all the pleaſant Paſtures of my Love, 

Fair tho? ſhe be, your Helen is a Whore, 

Whom each new Face draws from her Native ſhore, 
With Theſes thus the falſe Inconftant fled ; 

But he untouch' d reſtor'd the ſpotleſs Maid. 

Ah who can Faith to the forg*d Story yield? 
His Veins with youthful Blood and vigor fill'd, 
A Lover too! could he his Joys forbear? 

And in Poſſeſſion of his Heay'n N 
Miſcal not thus hex ready Flight a Ra 

| Her wicked ſelf contiiv'd the wilh'd Eſcape, 

4 But I, falſe as you ate, have kept my Vows, 
Tho' your Example would my Crimes excuſe. 


ve; Long time I liv'd a Tenant of the Groves, 
t, The common Object of the Satyr's Loves, 
hes. | 


Ve E 4 Me, 
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Me, Faunus too, who o'er the Mountains fled, 

Purſu'd, with Leafy Chaplets on his Head; 

And Phæbus, who, but with much force, obtain'd 

That Bliſs for which the reſt in yain complain'd. 

1 tore my Hair, while my ſoft Limbs he preſt, 

And that curſt Face for which I was difgrac'd. 

No ſordid tecompence of Wealth 1 ſought, | 

That Cteature's mean whoſe Love is tb be Jought 

But me the grateful God with Knowledge ftor'd 

And the ſame Gifts for which himſelf's Werd. 

For no one Plant the fertile Earth does yield, 

But in its Virtues I am amply skill'd. 

Wretch! of what-uſe does th y vain Knowledge prove? 

No Drug, alas! can cure the Wounds of Love. 

Not Phæbus ſelf, the Author of our Art, 

Could in this eaſe guatd hie Immortal Heart : 
Nought ot from Earth, or Heay*n can cure my Wound, 

In thee alone-muſt my Relief be found: 

My Paris can, and he muſt Pity ſhow, 

To her who merits all he can beſtow : 

For I am yours, with” you of old did paſs, 

In childiſh Innocence, my Infant Days; 


And I beſeech you, Gods, to fix my Doom, To | 
And give that Bleſſing to the time to come. But 
so in his Arms, to whom my Touth 1 lent, Oh 4 
Shall the Remains of my bleſt Life be ſpent. Wha 
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o thee, dear \Pavis, Lotd of thy Deſires, 
Once tender Partner of my ſofteſt Fires; 
To thee 1 write, mine, whilſt a Shepherd's Swain, | 
But now a Prince, that Title you difdain. | 
Oh fatal romp, that cow d'fo ſoon divide 

What Love, and all our Vows ſo firmly ear ab 
What Got out Lovesinduſtrious to prevent, 

Curt thee with Pow'r; and Thin'd my Content? 
Greatneſs, which does at beſt but ill agree 

with Love; ſuch diſtance ſers *rwixt thee and ime. 

— 33 - Whiltt 
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\ 
* Whilſt thou a Prince, and I a Shepherdeſs, 

My raging Paſſion can heve no redrefs.”” 
wou'd Heav'n, when' firſt 1 ſaw thee, thou hadſt been 
This Great, this Cruel Celebrated Thing, 

That without hope 1 might have gaz'd and boy'd, 

And mix'd my Adoration with the Crowd; 

Unwounded then 1 had eſcap'd thoſe Eyes, 

Thoſe lovely Authors of my Miſeries. 

Not that leſs Charms their fatal Pow'r had dreſt, 

But Fear and Awe my Love had then ſuppreſt: 

My unambirious Heart no Flame had known, 

But what D&votion pays to Gods alone. 

I might have wonder'd, and have wiffit that he, 

Whom Heav'n ſhould make me love, * look 
like thee. 

More in a filly Nymph had been a Sin. 

This had the height of my Preſiimption/ been 

But thou a Flock didſt feed on Ida's Plain, 

And hadſt no. Title, but The Lovely Swain. 

A Title! which more Virgin Hearts has won, 

Than that of being oed King Priam's Son. 

Whilſt me a harmleſs Neighb'cing 

You ſaw, and did above the reſt, prefer, 

You ſaw ! and at firſt ſight you lov'd me too, 

Nor cou d 1 hide the Wounds, receiy'd. from you. 

Me all the Village Herdſmen ſirove to gain, 

For me the Shepherds fightd and ſu d in vain, b 

Thou hadſt my Heart, and they my cold Diſdain. 

Not all their Offerings, Garlands, and firſt-born 

Of their loy'd Ewes, cou d bribe my native Scorn. 
* My 


My 


OENoNeE to Paris, 79 


My Love, like hidden Treafure long conceal'd, 
Cou'd only, where *twas deſtin'd, be reveal'd. 
And yet how long my Maiden Bluſhes trove 
Not to betray the eaſie new-born Love. 
But at thy fight the kindfing Fire wou'd rife; . 
And 1, unskill'd, declare it at my Eyes. 
But oh the Joy! the mighty Ecſtafie 
folet thy Soul at this Diſcovery ? 
Speechleſo, and panting at my Feet you lay, 
And ſhort- breath d Sighs told whar you could not ſay⸗ 
A thouſand times my Hand with Kiſſes Trat. 
And look'd ſuck arts, as none cou'd e' er reſiſt. 
Silent we gaz d, and as my Eyes met thine, 
New Joy fill'd theirs, ne Love and Shame filPd mine! 
You faw the Fears my kind Diſorder flows, 
And broke:your Siſerice with a thoufand vous! 
Heav'n's, How you ſwore! by ey*ty Pow'r Divine? 
eu wou'e be ever tue! be ever mine! 
Each God, a ſacred Wirnefs you invoke, 
And wiſt*drheirCurſt, when e er roſe vows you broke. 
Quick to my Hearr the perjur'd Accents tan, 
Which 1 took in, bellev'd, and was undone. 

Vows are Love's poiſon'd Arrows, and the Heart 
so wounded, rately finds a Cure in Art. ; 
arteaft this Heart which Pate has deftin'd yours, 0 


This Heatt unpractis“d in Loves myſtick Pow'rs; 
For 1 am ſoft, and young as April Flow rs. 

Now uncontrol'd ve meet, uncheck'd improve 
Tack happier Minute in new Joys of Love: 


E 4 Soft 
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Soft were our Hours! and laviſhly the Day 

We gave intirely up to Love and Play. 

Oft to the cooling Groves our Flocks we led, 

And, ſeated on ſome ſhaded flowry. Bed. 

Watch' d. the united Wantons as they fed. 

And all the Day my liſt'ning Soul I hung 

. Upon the charming Muſick of thy Tongue, 

And never thought the bleſſed. Hours too long. 

No Swain, no God like thee cou'd ever move, 

Or had ſo ſoft an Art in whiſpering. Love. 

No wonder that thou art ally'd to Fave. . 

And when you pip'd, or ſung, or danc'd, or ſpoke, 

The God appear'd in ev'ry Grace, and Look. 

Pride of the Swains, and Glory of the Shades, 

The Grief, and Joy of all the Love-ſick Maids. 

Thus whilſt all Hearts you tul'd without 3 

I reign'd the abs lute Monarch of your Soul. 

Each Beach my Name yet beats, cary d out by . 

Paris and his OEnene fill each Tree; 

And as they grow, the Letters larger . 

Grow ſtill a Witneſs of my Wrongs when dead! 
Cloſe by a ſilent Silvet Brook there grows 

A, Poplar, under whoſe dear gloomy Boughs | 

A thouſand times we have exchang' d. our Vows! 

Oh may' ſt thou grow ! to an endleſs date of Years! 

Who on thy Batk this fatal Record bears; 

When Paris to OEnone proves untrue, 

Back, Xanthus Streams ſhall to their Fountain flow. 

Turn! turn your Tide! back to your Fountains run! 

The perjur'd Swain from all his Faith is gone ! 4 
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Curſt be that Day, may Pate point out the = 
As Ominous in his black Kalender: | 
When nu, Pallas and the Wife of Fove 
Deſcended to thee in the Myrtle Grove, 
In ſhining Chariots drawn by winged Clouds; 
Naked they came, no Veil their Beauty ſhrouds; 
But ev*'ry Charm, and Grace expos*d-to view, 
Left Heavh'to be ſurvey*d and judg*d by you. 
To bribe thy Voice, June wou'd Crowns beſtow; _ 
Pallas mote gratefully wou'd dreſs thy Brow qB 
With Wreaths of Wit; Venus: propos'd the Choice 
Of all the faireſt Greeks ; and had thy Voice. 
Crowns,and more glorious Wreaths thou didft deſpite, 
And promis'd Beauty more than Empire prize! 
This when you told, Gods! what a killing Fear. Y 
Did over all, my ſhiveriag Limbs appear ? * 
And 1 preſag'd ſome ominous Change was near! 
The Bluſhes left my Cheeks, from ev'ry Part 
The Blood ran ſwift to guard my fainting Heart. 
You in my Eyes the glimmering Light perceiv'd 
Of parting Life, and on my pale Lips, breath' d > 
Such Vows, as all my Terrors undeceiv'd. 1 
But ſoon. the envying Gods diſturb out Joys, 
Declare thee great! and all my Blits deftroys! 

And nom the Fleet is Anchor'd in the Bay 
That muſt to Trey the glorious Youth convey. 
Heai* ns! how-you look*d! and what a Godlike Grace 
at their ficſt Homage beautify d your Face! _ | 
Yet this na Wondet or Amazement, brought, . 
Tou fill a Monarch were in Soul and Thought! 
E. 5 Nor 
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Nox cou' d I tell which-moſt the Sight augments, 
Your Joys of Pow'r, or parting. Diſcontents, .: 
You kiſt the Tears which down my Cheeks did glide, 
And mingled. yours with the ſoft falling Tide, 
And *twixt your Sighs a thouſand times you ſaid, 
Ceaſe, my QEnone! ceaſe,, my charming Maid 

IF Patis lives his Native Troy to fre, 

My lovely Nymph, thou ſhalt 4 Princeſs be, 

But my. prophetick Feat no Faith allows, 

My breaking Heart reſiſred all thy Vows: 

Ah muſt we part! Lery'dg Thoſe killing Words 

No further Language to my Grief affords. | 
Frembling, I fell upon thy panting Breaſt, ; 


Which was with: equal Love, and Grief oppreſt, 
Whilſt Sighs and Looks, all dying, ſpoke the refb. 
About thy Neck my feeble Arms 1 caft,! -- 
Not Vines,. nor Ivy circle: Elms ſo faſt. 

To ſtay, what dear Excuſes. didſt thou frame, 
And fancied Tempeſts when the Seas were calm! 
How oft the Winds contrary feign”.; to be, 
When they, alas, were only ſo to me! 

How oft new Vous of laſting Faith. you ſwore, 
And 'twixt your Kiſſes all the old run o'er. 

But now the wiſely Grave, who Love deſpiſe, 
(Themſelves paſt Hope) do buſily adviſe, - 
Whiſper Renown, and Glory in thy Ear; 
Language which Loversfright, and Swains ne*er hear, 
For Trey, they cry, theſe Shepherds Weeds lay down! 
Change Crooks for Sceptets! Garlands fora Crown: 


« Be 
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ze ſure that Grown, does. fat leſa eafie fit ©, 
+ Than Wreaths of Flow'rs, leſs: innocent and lweet. 
© Nor can thy Beds-of State ſo grateful be, 

As thoſe of Moſs, and new fall'n Leaveswith me 

Now tom rds the: Beach we go, and all.the Way 
The Grovegthe Fern, dark Woods, and Springefuvey; 
That were ſo often conſcious: to the Kites * 

Of ſacred Love, in aut. dear ſtol'n Delights. 

With Eyes all languiſhing, each Place you view; 
And ſighing. cty*d;. Adin; dear Shades, Adien'! 
Thea *twas thy Soul een doubted which to do, 
Refuſe a Crown, or thoſe dear Shades forgo! 
Glory and Love! the great Diſpute pucſa'd, 
But the falſe Idoł ſoon the God ſubdu'd: 

And nom on Board you go, and all the Sails 
ke loaſenꝰ d, to receive the flying Gales. 
Whilſt 1 half dead on the forſaken Strand, 
zeheld thee ſighing on the Deck to ftand, 
Wafting a thouſand Kiſſes from thy Hand. 

And vhilſt I cou d the leſſening Veſſel ſee, 

Ig d, and ſent a thouſand: Sighs to thee; 

And all the Sea- born Nereidy implore ' 

Quick to return thee to our Ruſtick Shore. 
Nos liks a. Choſt Fglide thro? ev'ry Grove, 8 


Silent, and ſad as Deatli; about 1 rove, 

And viſit all our Treaſuries of Love! 

This Shade th' account of thouſand Joys does hide, 

As many more this murm ring River's fide, 

Where the dear Graſs; as ſacred; doesrerain 

The Print, where thee and 1 fo oft have lain, 
| | Upon 
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Upon this Oak thy Pipe and Gafland's plac'd, 
That Sycamore is with thy Sheep-hook grac' d. 
Here feed thy Flocks, onceloy*d; tho” now thy ſcorn; 
Like me forſaken, and like me forlorn ! 

A Rock there is, from whence I cou d ſurvey 
From far the blueiſh Shore, and diſtant Sea, 5 
Whoſe hanging Top with Toil 1 climb each Day, 
With greedy view I run the Proſpect o'er, 

To ſee what wifh'd-for Ships approach our Shoar, 
One Day all hopeleſs on its Point 1 ood, 

And ſaw a Veſſel bounding o'er the Flood, 

And as it nearer drew, I could diſcern | 
Rich Purple Sails, Silk: Cords, and Golden Stern, 
Upon the Deck a Canopy was ſpread». 
Of Antick Wotk in Gold and Silver made, 
Which, mix'd with rener darling Light 

-  diſplay'd. 

Rut oh! beneath this oaks dens of State 
(Curſt be the Sight) a fatal Beauty ſate, 

And fondly you were on her Boſom lay*d; 
Whilſt with your perjur'd Lips her Fingers play's; All 


Wantonly curPd and dally'd with that Hair Ant 

Of which, as ſacted Chaims, I Bracelets wear. The 

Oh ! hadſt thou ſeen me chen ia chat mad State, Saf 

* So ruin'd, ſo deſign'd for Death and Fate, Wh: 
Fix'd on a Rock, whoſe horrid Precipice Bec; 

In hollow Murmurs Wars with angry Seas, Are 


Whilſt the bleak Winds aloft my Garments bear, And 
Ruffling my careleſs and diere d Hat, ? 
1 look d like the ſad Statue of Deſpair, , . 


With 
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with out-ſtretch'd Voice I cry'd, and all around 

The Roeks and Hills my dire Complaints reſound. 

1 rend my Gatments, tear my flatt'ring Face, 

Whoſe falſe deluding Charms my Ruin was. 

Mad as the Seas in Storms, I breathe Deſpair, 

ot Winds let looſe in unteſiſting Air, 

Raging and frantick through the Woods 1 . 1 

And Paris! lovely, faithleſs Pari:z cry. 

But when the Echo's ſound thy Name abs 

I change to-new variety of Ea. 

For that deat Name ſuch Teaderneſs inſpires, . 

As turns all Paſſion to Love's" ſofter Fire:: 

With Tears I fall to kind Complaints again 

$0 Tempeſts ate allay*& by Show'es of Rain. 
Say, lovely Youth, why wouldſt thou thus e 

My eaſie Faith, and lead my Heart aſtray? 

1 might fome humble Shepherd's Choice have banks 

Had I that Tonguene*er heard, thoſe Eyes ne*er ſeen. 

And in ſome homely Cott, in low Repoſe, - 

Liv'd undiſtutb'd with broken Vows and Oaths : . 

All Day by ſhaded Springs my Flocks have kept, 

And in ſome honeſt Arms! at: Night have ſlept. - 

Then unupbtaided with my Wrongs thou'dft _ 

Safe in the Joys ofthe fair Grecian Queen 

What Stats do rule the Great? No ſooner — 

Became a Prirſce, but you were perjur' d too. 

Are Crowns and Falhoods then conſiſtent Things! 

And muſt they all be faithleſs who are Kings 2 

The Gods be prais d that I was:hnmbly born, 

Even tho” it xenders/me:my! Paris? Sco mn. 

. And 
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And 1 had rather this way wretched pr | 
Than be a Queen; and faithleſs in my Love, _ 
Not my fair Rival wou d 1 wiſh to be, 

To come prophan' d by others Joys to thee. 

A ſpotleſs Maid into thy Arms 1 brought, 
Untouch'd in Fame; ev'n Innocent in Thought. 
Whilſt ſhe/with Love has treated! many a Gueſt, 
And brings thee but the Leavings of a Feaſt: 
With Theſtus from her Country made Eſcape;. 
Whilſt ſhe miſcalPd the willing Flight, a Rape: 
So now from Atren Son, with thee is fled, 
And ſtill the Rape hides the Adultꝰ rous Deed. 
And is it thus great Ladies keep intire 
That Virtue they ſo boaſt, and von admire? 
Is this a trick: of Counts, can Raviſhmeat .- 

Serve for #/poor Bvaſion of "Conſent # 17 

Hard ſhift to ſuve that Honour pris d ſo high, 
Whilſt the mean Fraud's the greater lofamy.. 

How much more happy are we rural Maids, 

Who know no other Palaces than Shades 7 

Who want no Titles to inſlave the Crowd, 

Leſt they ſuou d bubble alt out Crimes aloud; 

No Arts our Go to hom, oar/Tlts t hide, 

Nor know to cover faults of Love with Price. 

I lov'd, and all Love's Dictates did purſue " 

And never theughr it cou'd be Sin with you. 

To Gods, and Men; 1 did my Love proclaim ; 

For one ſoft Hour with thee; my charming Swain, 
Wou'd.Recompence-an Age to come of Shame, 
Cou' d it as well but ſatiſle m ame. 
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zut oh th oſe tendet Hours ate fled and laſt, 

And Ino more of Fame, or thee can-boaſt !. 

Tas thou wert Honous, Glory, all to me: 

Tüll Swains had learn d the Vice of Perjury, 
No yielding Maids were charg?d with Infamy. 

'Tis falſe and broken Vows make Love Sin 
Hadſt thou been true, we innocent Had bean. 
But thou leſs Faith than. Autumn Leaves: doſt ſhow. 
Which ev*ry Blaſt bears from their native Bough. 

Leſs Weight, leſs Conſtancy, in thee is born 
Than in the ſlendet mildew'dEars of Corn. > 

Oft when you Garlandswove+ to deck my Hair, 3 

Where myſtick Pinks and Dazies mingled were, 

You ſwore *rwazifigtes Diadems to: Hear: 8 
And han with. engen Kiſſes preſt my Hand, 

Have ſaid;\ How, wpll a Scepter r A Command. - 
And. if I dane” dl ugon the. flow'ry-Green,. 
With chatming, wiming Eyes ſurvey my Mien, 
And cry, Tha Gods deſign' d thee. for a Q,, 
Why then.for Helen doft than me forſake2 _ 
Can a pooremipty- Name ſuch, Diff®rence make: 
Beſides, if Lowecan: be a. Sin, thine's ane, 
Since Helen das to laue belong, 
Be Juſt, reſtore het bac. ſlie?s none of thine, 
And, charming Parig,/thiauarmonly mine. 
'Tis no ambitious Flame that makes me ſue 
To be again below d, ande hleſt with you; 
No vain Deſire of being ally'd t' a King, 8 


Love is the only Dowry I can bring, 
And tender Love is all 1 ask again. 
T3 Whilſt 


8 Ovi Errsrtes, 
Whilſt on her'dang*rous Smiles flerce War muſt wait 
With Fire and Vengeance at your Palace Gate, 
Kouze yout ſoft 'Stumbers with their rough Alarms, 
And rudely faatch/you from her faithleſs Arms: 
Turn then, fait Fugirive, cer tis too late, 
F'er thy miſtaken Love procures-thy Fate; 
Fer a wrong' d Husband does thy Death deſign, 
And pierce that dear, that /faithleſs Heart of thine, 
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By MF. RICHARD DRK Ek. o 
The ARGUMENT, . 


Paris. having [ail 4 to Sparta for the obtgining of. 
Helen. whom Venus had promiſed him as the 
Reward of his * the Prize of Biauty 1 
ber, wan nobly entertain'd* by Metiehus; * 
Helen's Hirband; but he being call d away to 
Crete, to rake Poſſe/fon of what was lift him by 
his Grandfather "\treus. commends his Gueſt to 
the Care of his Wife. In his Abſence = 
oh and writes to ber the hay — — 


11 Health, fair ymph 1 
Tho! Tou, and only You, can give it ** Aar 
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| mall 1 then ſpeak} or is it needleſs 
cell a Paſſion that it ſelf has ſhown 2 
not my Love it ſelf too open lay, 


ad all 1 think. in all 1 do betray ? 5 
e, oh! may. it Kill in- ſecret. li, - 
ml Time with our kind Wiſhes ſhall Te | 

Fill all our Joys may to us come ſincere, - 5 
r loſe their Price by the allay of Feat. ic 
* vain 1 ſtrive; who can that Fire conceal, .-.- 
Wich do's its ſelf by its own Light reyeal? _, 
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- But if you needs would hear my trembling. T 
Speak what my Actions have declar'd ſo 

I Love; youve there the Word that do's impart 
Tho truck Meſſage from my bleeding Heart. 
Forgive me, Madam, that I thus confeſs 

To you, my fair Phyſician, my Diſeaſe, 

And with ſuch Looks this ſuppliant Paper grace, 
As beſt become the Beauties of that Face. 

May that ſmooth} Brow no angry Wrinkle wear, 
But be your Looks as kind as they are fair. 
Some Pleaſure tis to think theſe Lines ſhall find 
An Entertainment at your Hands ſo kind, 

For this creates a Hope, that i te may, 
Receiv'd by you, as happy be as they. 
Ah! may that Hope be true! nos I complain 
That Venus promis d you t me in yain,. 
For know, leaſt: you. througli Ignorance offend 
The Gods, tis Heav'n that me does hither ſend. 
None of the meaneff of the Pow'ro Dine 
That firſt infpir d, Riff favours my Deſign. 
Great is the Vrize I ſerk, 1 muſt confeſs, 
But neither is my Due or Merit leſs: 
Venus has promis d ſhe would you aſfign, 

Fair as her (elf; to be for ever mine. 

Guided by her, my Trey left for thee, 

Nor fear'd tire Dungers of the fairhleſs Sea. 
She with x Kind and am aufpicious Gale 

Drove the good Ship, and ſtreteh'd our ev'ry Sail. 
For ſhe, who fprung our of the teeming Deep, 
Still o'er the Main do's her wide Empire kerp. 
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Still may the keep it; and as ſhe with cafe: 
Allays che Wrath of the mo@ angry Seas 
So may ſhe. give, my ſtomy Mind ſome Reſt; ' | 
And calm the raging. Tempe af my eat, 
And bring home all my Sighs. anc all my Vows 
To their wiſh'd Harbour, and defic'd Repoſe. 

Hither my Flames I brought, not found em here; 
I my whole Courſe by their kind L ighe did — 2 
For 1 by no Miſtake or Storm was toſt | 
Againſt my Will upon this happy Cad. 
Nor gsa Merchant did 1 plow the Man 
To venture Life, like ſordid Fools, for Gain. 
No; may the Gods preſerve my preſent Stores 
And only give me you to make it more. 
Nor to admite the Place came I ſo far; 
| have Towns zichar than your Cities are. 
"Tis you E ſeak, to me frum Venus dues a 
Tou wete my Wiſh, before your Charms dae l 
Bright Images of yu my Mind did dran * 
Long e' er my Eyes the lovely Object ſaw. 
Not wonder that with the ſwiſt-winged Dart, 
At ſuch a Diſt anee you could wound my Heart: 
$0 Fate ordain'd,. and. leſt you fight with Fate, 
Hear and believe the Truth I ſhali relate. 

Now in my Mother's Womb ſat up Hay, 
Her fatal durthen longing for the Day, 
When ſhe in a myſterious Dream was told, 
Her teeming Womb a burning Torch: did % | 
Fighted the riſes, and her Viſioar e | 
To Priam tells, and to his Prophets he ;- 
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They ſing that I all Trey ſhould ſer on Fire, 

But ſure Fate meant the Flames of e 15 
For fear of this among the Swains expos'd, 

My native Greatneſs every tking diſelosd. 
Beauty, and Strengrh; and Courage ſeig' a in one, 
Through all Diſguiſe ſpoke me à Monarch's Son. 
A place there is in Ida's thickeſt Grove 

With Oakes and Fit-trees ſhaded all above, 

The Graſs here grows untoucht by bleating Flocke, 
Or Mountain Goat, or the labotious Ox. 

From henee Teys Tow'rs, Magnificthce and Pride, 
Leaning againſt an aged Oak, I ſpy'd. " [Ground 
When ſtraight | methought 1 heard the trembling 
With the ſtrange Noiſe of trampling Feet reſound, 
In the ſame: inſtant Fove*s great Meſſenger, 

On all his Wings born through the yielding Al, 
Lighting betore my wotid*ting Eyes did Rand, 
His Goldea Rod none in his ſacred Hind : 

With him three chatming Goddeſſes — 
Juno, and alla and the p, Dame. 
With an unuſual Fear 1 Rood amaz d, 

Till thus the God my ſinking Courage rais'd ; 
Fear not; Thon art Jove's Subſtitute below, 

The Prize of htav*nly Bdanty to beftow; «© | 
Contending Goddeſſes appeal 4% % 111 
Decide their Strife 3 Bedpake,: and up he flew, 
Then Bolder grown, I throw my Fears: away, 
And ev'tylone with curious Eyes ſurvey,” 
Each of em merited the Victory, 

And I, their doubtful Judge; was griev'd to ſee, ; 


That One muſt have it, when deſery'd by Three. 
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zut yet that One there Was which" moſt ptevall d. 
And with mote pon rful 'Charms my Heart aſſail'd. 
Ah! would you know wh thus my Breaſt could move? 
Who could it be but the fair Queen of Love? 
With mighty Bribes they all for Conqueſt ſttive, 
June will Empires, Pallas Valour give, 
Whilſt I ſtand doubting which 1 ſhould prefer, 
Empite's ſoft” Eafe,” or glorious Toils of War; 
But nu gently fmil'd, and thus the ſpake, 
They're dang rows Gifts, O do not, do not take! 
Pl make*Thee Love's immortal Pleaſures know, 
And Joys that in full Tides for ever flow. 
For, if you Judge the Conqueſt to be mine; 
Fair Leda' fairer Daughter ſhall bt thine, 
She ſpake : and 1 gave het the Conqueſt due, 
[Both to her Beauty, and her Gift of you. 

Mean while (my angry Stats more getitle $rown) 
I am acknowledg*d Royal Priam's Son, 
All the glad Court, all Troy do's celebrate, 
With a new Feſtival, my Change of Fare. 
And as 1 Tanguiſh now, and die for thee, 
So did the Beauties of all Troy for me. 
You in full Pow'r over 4 Heatt do reign, 
For which à thouſand Virgins ſigh'd in vain: 
Nor did Queens only fly to my Embrace, 
But Nymphs of Form Divine, and Heav'nly Race: 
] all their Loves with cold Diſdain repreſt, 
Since Hopes of you firſt fifd my longing Breaſt, ' 
Your charming Form all Day my Fancy drew, 
And when Night came, my Dreams were all of => 
at 
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What Pleaſures then wuſt you your ſelf impart, 
Whoſe Shadavs ,oply ſo ſarpriz'd my Hearr 2 
And oh! how did I burn approaching nigh'r, 
That was ſo ſcorch'd by ſo remote a Fire! 

For now no longer could my Hopes refrain 
From ſeeking their wiſh*d Object thro? the Main, 
I fell the ately Pine, and, ev?ry Tree 
That beſt, was fit to cut the yielding Sea, 
Fetch'd from Garzarian Hills, tall Fiss I cleave, 
And Ida naked to the Winds I leave, 

Stiff Oaks 1 bend, and ſolid Planks 1 form, 
And ev'ry Ship with well-knit Ribs I arm. 

To the tall Maſt 1 Sails and Streamers join, 
And the gay Poops with painted Gods do ſhine. 
But on my Ship does.oaly. Vena, ftand ; 


With little Cupid ſmiling in her Hand, 

Guide of the Way the did her (elf command. 
My Fleet thus rigg'd, and all my Thoughts on thee, 
I long to plow the vaſt £geas Sea; 

My anxious Parents my Deſires withſtand, 

And both with pious Tears my Stay command: 
Caſſandra too, with looſe diſteyel'd Hair, 

Juſt as our haſty Ships to fail prepare, 

Full of Prophetick Fury cries aloud, 

Oh whither feers my Brother thro? the Flogd ? 
Little, ah! little deſt thou know or heed 

To what @ raging Fire theſe Waters lead. 

True, wexe her Feats, and in my Breaſt I feel 
The ſcorching Flames her Fury did foretel. 


Let 
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Yet out I ſail, and favor by the Wind. 
on your bleſt Shote my wiſh' d- for Haven find; 
Your Husband then, ſo Heay*n, kind Heav*n ordains, 
in his own Houſe his Rival entertains. 

Shews me whate'er in Sparta does delight 

The curious Travellers eaquicing Sicht: 

But I, who only long d to gaze on you, 

Could taſte n pleaſure in the idle Show. | | 
But at thy Sight: oh! where as then my Hean!) 
Out from my Breaſt it gave a ſudden Start, | 8 
Sprung forth and met half-way the fatal Dare, 
Such; or leſs charming, was the Queen of Love, 
When with her Rival Goddeſſes ſhe rave. 

But, Faireſt, hadſt thou come among the Three, 
Even ſhe the Prize muſt have teſign d to Thee. 
Tour Beauty is the anly Theme of Fame, 
And all the Wotld ſounds with fair Helen's Name; 
| Nor lives there She whom Pride it ſelf can raiſe - 
To claim with you an equal ſhate of Praiſe : 

Do I ſpeak falſe? rather Report does fo, 

Dettaſt ing fram you in a Praiſe too low. 

More here I find chan that could ever tell, 

So much yaur Beauty does your Fame excel. 

well then might Theſens, he who all things knew, 
Think none was worthy of his Theft but you: 
this bold Theft admite; but wonder more 

He ever would fo dear a Prize reſtore : 

Ah! would theſe, Hands have ever let you go? 

Gr could I live, and be divore'd from you? 


No; 


96 O VID EIS TIES. 
No; ſooner I with Life it ſelf could part, 


q 

Than e er ſee you torn from my bleeding Heart. B 
But could I do as he, and give you back, y 
Yet ſure ſome Taſte of Love I firſt would take, 7 
Would firſt in all your blooming Excellence Y 
And Virgin Sweets feaſt-my luxurious Senſe; A; 
Or if you would not let that Treaſure go, | He 
Kiſſes at leaſt you ſhould, you would beſtow, Th 
And let me ſmell the Flow'r as it did grow. Ho 
Come then into my longing Arms, and try Cot 
My-laſfing, fix' d, eternal Conſtancy, ＋ 
Which never till my fun' ral Pile ſhall waſte; For 
My preſent Fire ſhall mingle with my laſt. Mut 
Scepters and Crowns fox you I did diſdain, let 


With which great Jans tempted me in vain. In al 
And when bright Pallas did her Bribes prepare, Shou! 
One ſoft Embrace from you 1 did prefer 

To Courage, Strength, and all the Pomp of 41 

Nor ſhall I ever think my Choice was ill, 

My Judgment's ſettled, and approves it fill. 
Do you but grant my Hopes may prove as true 
As they were plac'd above all things but you. 

I am; as well as you, of Heay*nly Race, 

Nor will my Binh your mighty Line diſgrace; 
Pallas and Jove our noble Lineage head, 

And them a Race of God-like Kings ſucceed. 
All A/ia's Scepters-to my Father bow, 

And half the ſpacious Eaſt his Pow'r allow. 
There you ſhall ſee the Houſes roof'd with Gold, 
And Temples glorious as the Gods they hold. 


Tre) 
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rrey you ſhall ſee, and Divine Walls admite, 
Built to the Conſort of Apelis's Lyre. 

What need I the yaſt Flood of People tell, 

That over. its wide Banks does almoſt ſwell? 

You ſhall gay Troops of Phrjgien Matrons meet, 
And Trojan Wives ſhining in ey'ry Street. 

How often then will you your ſelf confeſs 

The Emptineſs and Poverty of Greece? 

How often will you ſay, one Palace there 

Contains more Wealth than do whole Citics here? 


1 ſpeak not this your Sparta to diſgrace, 4 


For whereſoe'er your Life began its Race 

Muſt be to me the happieſt, deareſt Place. 

Yet Sarta's poor; and you, that ſhould be dteſs' d 
In all the Riches of the ſhining Eaſt, 

Should underſtand how ill that ſordid Place 

Suits with the Beauty of your Charming Face. 

That Face with coſtly Dreſs and rich Attire 

Should ſhine, and make the gazing World admire; 
When you the Habit of my Trojans ſee, 

What, think ye, muſt that of their Ladies be? 

Oh! then be kind, fair Hartan, nor diſdain 

Trojan in your Bed to entertain. 

He was a Trejan, and of our great Line, 

hat to the Gods does mix Immortal Wine; 
Tithonus too, whom to her roſie Bed 

The Goddeſs of the Morning bluſhing led; 

jo was Anchiſes of our Trojan Race, 

et Venus ſelf to his defir'd Embrace, 
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Witk all her Train of little Loves, did fly, Ol 
And in his Arms learn'd for a while to lye. In 
Nor do 1 think that Menelass can, Of 
Compar'd with me, appear the greater Man. Yo 
im ſure my Father never made the Sun | Wh 


With frighted Steeds from his dire Banquet run t But 
No Grand-father of mine is ftain'd with Blood, 
Or with his Crime names the Myrtean Flood, 
None of our Race does in the Stygian Lake 
Snatch at thoſe Apples he wants Pow'r to take. 
But ſtay ; ſince you with ſuch a Husband join, 
Your Father Fove is forc'd to grace his Line. 
He (Gods!) a Wretch unworthy of thoſe Charms, 
Does all the Night lye melting in your Arms, 
Does ev'ry Minute to new Joys improve, 
And riots in the luſcious Sweets of Love. 
I but at Table one mort View can gain, 
And that too only to increaſe my Pain: 
O may ſuch Feaſts m my worſt of Foes attend, 
As often I at your ſpread Table find. 
1 loath my Food when my tormented Eye 
Sees his rude Hand in your ſoft Boſom lye. 
I burſt with Envy when I him behold 
Your tender Limbs in his looſe Kobe infold. 
When he your Lips with melting Kiſſes ſeal'd, 
| Before my Eyes 1 the large Goblet held. 
When you with him in ſtrict Embraces cloſe, 
My hated Meat to my dry'd Palate grows. 
Oft have 1 ſigh'd, then ſigh'd again to ſee 
That Sigh with ſcornful Smiles repaid by thee. 
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0k 1 with Wine would quench my hot Deſire 
In vain; fot ſo 1 added Fire to Fire, 
Oft have I turn d away my Head in vain, 
You ſtraight tecall'd my longing Eyes again. 
What ſhall 1 do? your Sports with Grief I ſee, 
But it's a greater, not to look on Thee. 
With all my Art 1 ſtrive my Flames to hide, 
jut through the thin Diſguiſe they ate deſcry'd; 
Too well, alas! my Wounds to you are known, 
And O that they were ſo to you alone! 
How oft tutn I my weeping Eyes away, 
Leſt he the Cauſe ſhould ask, and 1 betray ? 
What Tales of Love tell I when warm'd with as 
To your dear Face applying ev'ry Line. 
In borrow'd Names I my on Paſſion ſhew, 
hey the feign'd Lovers are, but I the true. 
Fometimes more Freedom in Diſcourſe to gain; 
For my Excuſe I Drunkenneſs would feign. 
Once I remember your looſe Garment fell, 
nd did your naked, ſwelling Breaſts reveal, 
reaſts white as Snow, or the falſe Down of Fove, 
hen to your Mother the kind Swan made Loye: 
Whilſt with the Sight ſurpriz'd 1 gazing ſtand, 
The Cup 1 held, dropt from my careleſs Hand. 
you your young Hermione but kiſs, 
tight from her Lips 1 ſnatch the envy'd Bliſs, 
jomerimes ſupinely laid, Love-Songs I ſing, 
ad wafted Kiſſes from my Fingers fling. 
our Women to my Aid 1 try to move 
ith all the pow'xful Rhetorick of Love, 
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But they, alas! ſpeak. nothing but Deſpair, 
And in the midſt leave my negle&ed Pray'r. 
Oh! that by ſome great Prize you might be wan, 
And your Poſſeſſion might the Vitor Crown: 


As Peleps his Hippodamia won. 5 
Then had you ſeen what I fox you had. done. — 
But now Tue nothirg left to do but pray, = 
And my ſelf proſtrate at your Feet to lay. vil 
O thou, thy Houſe's Glory, brighrer fat * 
Than thy Two ſhining Brothers friendly Star! He 
O worthy of the Bed of Heay'ns great King, * 
If ought ſo fair but from himſelf could ſpring! my 
Either with "thee 1 back to Trey will fly, He 
Or here a wretched baniſh'd Lover dye. m 
With no flight Wound my tender Breaſt does ſmat, . 
My Bones and Marrow feel the piercing Dart; Mas 
J find my Siſter true did Propheſie, * 
I with a Heav'nly Dart ſhould wounded dye; The 
Deſpiſe not then à Love by Heav'n defign'd, No." 
So may the Gods ſtill to your Vows be kind, Ne 4 
Much 1 could ſay, but what, will beſt be know * 
In your Apartment, when we are alone. Were 
You bluſh, and with. a ſuperſtitious Dread 
Ve ſh 
Fear to defile the Sacred Marriage Bed: Monde 
Ah! Helen, can you then ſo ſimple be, 10 
To think ſuch Beauty can from Faults be free? In z 
Or change that Face, or. you muſt needs be kind; * by 


Beauty and Virtue ſeldom have been join'd. 

Fove and bright Venws do our Thefts approve, 

Such Thefts as theſe gave you your Father Fore. 
| » | 
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And if in you ought of your Parents laſt, 
Can Jove and Leds's Daughter well be chaſte ? 
Yet then be chaſte when we to Trey ſhall go; 
(For ſhe who fins with one alone, is ſo.) 
But let us now enjoy that pleaſing Sin, 
Then Marry, and be Innocent again. 
Ey'n your -owh Husband doth the ſame perſuade, 
Silent himſelf, yet all his Actions plead : ' 
For me they plead, and be, good Man, becauſe 
Hell ſpoil, no Sport, officiouſly withdraws. 
Had he no other Time to viſit Crete? 
Oh! how prodigious is a Husband*s Wit! 
He went, and as he went, he ery'd, My Dear, 
Inſtead of me, you of your Gueſt take care. 
zut you forget your Lord's Command, I ſee, 
Not take you any care of Love or me. 
And think you ſuch a thing as he does know 
The Treaſure that he holds, in holding you 2 
No, did he underſtand but half your Charms, 
He durſt not truſt em in a Stranger's Arms. 
If neither his nor my Requeſt can move, 
we're fore d by Opportunity to Love; 
Ve mould be Fools, ev'n greater Fools than he, 
Should ſo ſecure a Time unactive be. 
Alone theſe tedious Winter Nights you lye 
Ia a cold Widow'd Bed; and ſo do I. \ 
Let mutual Joys our willing Bodies join, 
That happy Night mall the Mid-day out-thine, 
Then wilt 1 ſwear by all the Pow'rs above, 
And in theic auful Preſence ſeal my Love. 

F 3 Then, 
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Then, if my Wiſhes may aſpire ſo high, 


1 with our Flight ſhall win you to comply; 


But if nice Honour little Scruples frame, 
The Force 1'1l uſe hall vindicate your Fame, 
Of Theſews and your Brothers 1 can learn, 


No Precedents fo nearly you concern; 


- 


You Theſens, they Leucippus Daughter ftole, 


I'll be the Fourth in the illuftrious Roll. 


Well mann'd, well arm' d, for you my Fleet does ſtay, 
And waiting Winds murmur at our Delay. 

Thro' Trey's throng'd streets you ſhall in Triumph go, 
Ador'd as ſome new Goddeſs here below. 
Where-&er you tread, Spices and Gums. ſhall ſmoke, 
And victims fall beneath the fatal Stroke. 

My Father, Mother, all the joyful Court, 

All Trey to you with Prefents ſhall reſort. 

Alas! 'tis nothing what I yet have ſaid, 

What there you'll find, ſhall what I write exceed. 
Nor fear, left War purſue out haſty Flight, 

And angry Greece ſhould all her Force unite. 
What raviſh'd Maid did ever Wars regain ? 

Vain the Attempt, and Fear of it as vain. 

The Thracians Orithya ſtole from far, | 

Yet Thrace ne ex heard the Noiſe of CY yu. 
Jaſon too ſtole away the colchian Maid; 

Yet Colchos did not Theſſaly inv ade. 

He who ſtole you, ſtole Ariadus too, 

Yet Mines did not with all crete purſue. + / 
Fear in theſe Caſes than the Danger's more, 
And when the threat'ning Tempeſt once is o'er, ; 
Our Shame*s then greater than our Fear before, 
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But ſay from. Greece a threatned War purſue, 

Know 1 have strength and wounding Weapons toe, 

in Men and Horſe more numerous than Greece 

Our Empire is, nor in its Compaſs leſs. 

Nor does your Husband Paris ought excel 

In Gen*rous Courage, or in Mattial Skill. 

Ey'n but a Boy from my lain Foes I gain'd 

My ſtollen Herd, and a new Name attain'd; 

Ev'n then o'ercome by me I cou'd produce 

Deiphobus and great lionexs, 

Nor Hand to Hand mote to be fear'd am 15 
Than when from far my certain Arrows fly. 

| Tou for his Youth can no ſuch Actions feign, 

Nor can he &@er my envy' d Skill attain, 

Zut could he, Hefor's your Security, 

Aud he alone an Army is to me. 

lou know me not, nor the hid Proweſs find 

Of him that Heav'n has for your Bed deſign' d. 

Either no Wax from Greece ſhall follow thee, 

Or if it does, ſhall be repell'd by me. 

Not think 1 feat to fight for ſuch a Wife, 

That Prize would give the Coward's Courage life. 

All After-Ages ſhall your Fame admire, 

If you alone ſet the whole World on fire. 

To Sea, to Sea, while all the Gods are kind, 

Aud all 1 promiſe, you in Troy ſhall figd. 
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HELEN to PARIS. 


By the Right Honourable the Earl of MUuLGRrays, 
18 and Mr. Da YDEN. | 


The ARGUM ENT. 
Helen, having receiv'd the foregoing Epiſtle from 
Paris, tu the following Anſwer : Wherem 
ſeems at firſt to chide him for his Preſumption in 
writing as he had done, which could only proceed 
from his low Opinion of her Virtus; then owns hy 
ſelf to be ſenſible of the Paſſion which he had i- 
preſs'd for her, tho ſhe much ſaſpetied his Conſtancy; 
and at laſt diſcovers her Inclmatiorts to be fern 
rable to him. The whole Letter ſbewing the ex. 
tream Artifice of Woman kind. * © 


HEN looſe Epiſtles violate chaſte Eyes, 
She half Conſents, who filently Denies: 
How dares a Stranger; with Deſigns fo vain, 
Marriage and Hoſpitable Rights prophane? 

Was it for this, your Fate did ſhelter find 

From ſwelling Seas, and ev*ry faithleſs Wind? 
(For tho? a diſtant Country brought you forth, 
Your Uſage here was equal to your Worth.) 
Does this deſerve to be rewarded ſo? 

Did you come hete'a Stranger, ot 4 Foe? 


Your 
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out * Judgment may perhaps complain, 

and think me barb' rous for my juſt Diſdain ; 

Ill bted then let me be, but not unchaſte, 

Nor my cleat Fame with any Spot defac'd; 

Tho' in my Face there's no affected Frown, 

Not in my Carriage a feign'd Niceneſs ſhown, 

1 keep my Honour fill without a Stain, 

Nor has my Love made any Coxcomb vain. 

Your Boldneſs 1 with Admiration ſee; | . 
What Hope had you to gain a Queen like me ? 

Becauſe a Hero forc'd me once away, 

Am 1 thought fit to be a ſecond Prey? 

Had 1 been won, 1 had defery'd your Blame, 

But ſure my Patt was nothing but the Shame: 

Yet the bale Theft, to him no Fruit. did bear, 

I'ſcap'&-unhurt by any thing but Fear. 

Aude Force might ſome unwilling Kiſſes gain, 

But that was all he ever cou'd obtain. 

You on ſuch Terms would ne' er have let me ——_ 

Were he like you, we had not parted ſo. 

Vntouch'd the Youth reftor'd me to my Friends, 

And modeſt Uſage made me ſome amends, 

'Tis Virtue to repent. a vicious Deed 3 

Did he repent, that Paris might ſucceed? 

Sure tis ſame Fate that ſets me above Wrongs, 

let ill expoſes me to buſie Tongues. 

Fu not complain, for who's diſpleas'd with Love, 

F it ſincere, diſereet, and conſtant prove? 
But that 1 feat; not that I think you baſe, 
0: doubt the bloomipg Beauties of my Face, 
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But all your Sex is ſubje& to deceive, . - 
And ours, alas, too willing to believe. 
Yet others yield: and Love o'ercomes the beſt ; 
But why ſhould I not ſhine above the reſt ? 
Fair Leda's Story ſeems at firſt to be 

A fit Example ready found for me; 

But ſhe was Cozen'd by a borrow'd Shape, 
And under harmleſs Feathers felt a Rape: 
If I ſhould yield, what Reaſon could I uſe? 
By what Miſtake the loving Ctime excuſe ? 
Her Fault was in her pow'rful Lover loſt, 
But of what Jupiter have I to boaſt ?- 

Tho' you to Heroes, and to Kings ſucceed, 
Our Famous Race does no Addition need, 
And great Alliances but uſeleſs prove 

To one that's come her ſelf from mighty Fore, 
Go then and boaſt in ſome leſs haughty Place 
Your Phrygian Blood, and Priam's ancient Race, 
Which I would ſhew I valu'd, if 1 durſt; 

You are the' fifth from Fove, but I the firſt, 
The Crown of Trey is pow'rful I confeſs, 

But I have reaſon to think ours no leſs, 

Tour Letter fill'd with Promiſes of all 

That Men can good, and Women pleaſant, call; 
_ Gives Expectation ſuch an ample Field, 

As wou'd move Goddeſſes themſelves to yield, 
But if 1 e' er Offend great Fwne's Laws, 

Your ſelf ſhall be the dear, the only Cauſe ; 
Either my Honour PH to Death maintain, 

Or follow you, without mean Thoughts of Gain. 
2 : Not 
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Not that ſo fait a Preſent I deſpiſe ; 

we like the Gift, when we the Giyer prize. 
But *tis your Love moves me, which made you take 
such Pains, and run ſuck Hazards for my ſake; 

1 haye perceiv'd (tho? I diſſembled too) 

A thouſand Things that Love has made you do: 
Your eager Eyes would almoſt dazle mine, fine. 
In which (wild Man) your wanton Thoughts wou'd 
Sometimes you'd" ſigh, ſometimes diſorder'd ſt and, 
And with unuſual Ardor preſs my Hand ; 

Contrive juſt 'after me to take the Glaſs, 

Nor wou'd you let the leaſt Occaſion pals, 

Which oft 1 fear'd, I did not mind alone, 

And bluſhing ſate for Things which you have done: 
Then murmur'd to my ſelf, He'll for my ſake 

Do any thing; 1 hope *rwas no Miſtake: 

oft have I read within this pleaſing Grove, 
Under my Name, thoſe charming Words, I Love, 

I frowning, ſeem'sd not to believe your Flame, 

But now, alas, am come to Write the ſame, 

If 1 were capable to do amiſs, 

I could not but be ſenſible of this. 

For oh! your Face has ſuch peculiar Charms, 

That who can hold from flying to your Arms! 

zut what 1 ne'er can have without Offence, * 

May ſome bleſt Maid poſſeſs with Innocence. 

lleaſure may tempt, but Virtue more ſhould move 
O learn of m- to want the Thing you Love. 
What you deſite is ſought by all Mankind: 
As you have Eyes, ſo others arc not Bliad. 


Like 
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And yet my preſent Lot can undergo. 


168 Ovid: EyiSTLES. 


Like you-they ſee, like you my Charms adore, 
They-wiſh not ſeſs, but you dare venture mote. 
Oh! had you then upon our Coaſts been brought, 
My Virgin Love when thouſand Rivals ſought, 
You had 1 ſeen, you ſhould have had my Voice; 
Nor cou'd my Husband juſtly blame my Choice, 
For both our Hopes, alas! you come roo late; 
Another now is Maſter of my Fate. 

More to my Wiſh 1 cou'd have liv'd with you; 


Ceaſe to ſollicit a weak Woman's Will, 
And urge not her you Love, to ſo much III. 
But let me live contented as I may, | 
And make not my unſpotted Fame your Prey, 
some Right you claim, fince naked to your Eyes 
Three Goddeſſes diſputed Beauty's Prize. 
One offer d Valour, t* other Crowns, but ſhe 
Obtain'd her Cauſe, who ſmiling promis'd me. 
But firſt I am not of Belief ſo light, 
To think ſuch Nymphs wou'd ſhew you ſuch a Sight, 
Yet granting this, the other Part is feign'd: 
A Bribe ſo mean, your Sentence had not gain'd, 
With partial Eyes I ſhow'd my ſelf regard, 
To think that Venus made me her Reward : 
1 humbly am content with human Praiſe ; 
A Goddeſs's Applanſewow'd Envy raiſe: 
But be it as you ſay, for 'tis confeſt, 
The Men, who flatter higheſt, pleaſe us beſt, 
That I ſuſpect it, ought not to diſpleaſe; 
For Miracles are not believ'd with caſe. 

One 
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one Joy I have, that I had Venus Voice; 
A greater yet, that you confirm'd her Choiee z 
That proffer'd Laurels, promis'd Sov' raignty, 
7uno and Pallas you-contemn'd for me. 
Am I your Empire then, and your Renown ? 
What Heart of Rock but muſt by this be won! 
And yet bear Witneſs, O you Pow'ts above, 
How rude 1 am in all the Arts of Love! 
My Hand is yet untaught to write to Men: 
This is th* Eſſay of my unprattis'd Pen: 
Happy thoſe Nymphs, whom Uſe has perfe& made 
] think all Crime, and tremble at a Shade. | 
Ey'n while 1 write, my fearful conſcious Eyes 
Look often back, miſdoubt ing a Sutprize. | 
For now the Rumour ſpreads among the Croud, 
At Court in- Whiſpers, but in Town aloud : 
Diſemble' you, whate'er you hear em ſay: 
To leave off Loving were your better Way, 6 
Yet if you will diſſemble it you may. 
Love ſecrerly : the Abſence of my Lord 
More Freedom gises, but does not all afford: 
Long is his Journey, long will be his Stay; 
Calld by Affaits of Conſequence away. 
To go or not, when unreſolv*'d he Rood, 

bid him make what ſwift Return he cou' d: 
Then kiſſing me, he ſaid, I recommend 
All to thy Care, but moſt my Trojas Friend. 
| ſmil'd at what he innocently ſaid, 
And only anfwer'd, You tball be obey'd. 
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Propitious Winds have born him far from hence, 

But let not this ſecure your Confidence; 

Abſent he is, yet abſent he commands, 

You know the Provetb, Princes have. long Hand!. 

My Fame's my Burthen, for the more Par prais'd, 

A juſter Ground of Jealouſie is rais'd. 

Were I leſs fair, I might have been more bleſt: 

Great Beauty through great Danger is poſſeſt. 

To leave me here his Ventute was not hard, 

Becauſe he thought my Virtue was my Guard. 

He fear'd my Face, but truſted to my Life, 

The Beauty doubted, but beliey'd the Wife. 

You bid me uſe th* Occaſion while 1 can, 

Put in our Hands by the good eaſie Man. 

I wou'd, and yet I doubt, twixt Love and Fear, 

One draws me from you, and one brings me near. 

Our Flames are mutual, and my Musband's gone: 

The Nights ate long; 1 fear to lye alone. 

One Houſe contains us, and weak Walls divide, 

And you're too preſſing to be long deny'd : 

Let me not live, but ey*ry Thing conſpires 

To join our Loves, and yet my Fear retires. 

You court with Words, when you ſhou'd Force imploy, 

A Rape is requiſite to mame· fac d Joy. 

Indulgent to the Wrongs which we receive, 

Our Sex can ſuffer what we date not give. 

What have I ſaid! for both of us twere beſt, 

Our kindling Fire if each of us ſuppteſt. 

The Faith of Strangers is too prone to change, 

Andy ke themſelves, theis wand"ring Paſſions range 
, | Heh 
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Hypſipile, and the fond Ainonian Maid,. 
were both by truſting of their Gueſts betray d. 
How can I doubt that othet Men deceive, - - 
When you your ſelf did fait OEnene leave 
gut leſt I ſnouꝰ d upbraid your Treachery, 
You make a Metit of that Ctime to me; 
Yet graut you were to faithful Love inclin'd, 
Your weary Trojans wait but for a Wind. - - 
Should you prevail, while I affign the Night, 
Your Sails are hoiſted, and you take your Flight; 
Some bawling Mariner our Love deſtroys, 

And breaks 'afunder our unſiniſi d Joys. 

But I with you may leave the Spartan Port, 

To view the Trojan Wealth and Priam's Court. 
Shown while I fee, Iſhall expoſe my Fame; 

And fill a foreign Country with my Shame. 

ln Aſa what Reception ſhall 1 find? 

And what Diſhonour leave in Greece behind? 

What will your Brothers, Priam, Hecuba, 

And what will all your modeſt Matrons ſay } 

In you, when on this Actien you reflect, 

My futute Conduct juſtly may ſuſpe&:  - 
And whate*er Stranger lands upon your Coaſt, - 
Conclude me, by your own Example, loſt. 

1 from your Kage a Strumpet's Name ſhall heat, 
While you forget what Part in it you bear. 
You, my Crime's Author, will my Crime upbraid: 
Deep under Ground Oh let me firſt be laid! 

Tou boaſt the Fomp and Plenty of your Land, 

And promiſe all mall be at wy Commaiid : } © © 
| | Tout 
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Your Trojan Wealth, believe me, 1 deſpiſe; - 
My own poot Native Land has deater Ties. 
Shou'd 1 be injut'd-on your Phrygran Shore, 
What help of Kindred cou'd 1 there implore} 
Medea was by Fdfon's Flatt'ry won 
I may, like her, believe and /berundone, 
Plain honeſt Hearts, like mine, ſuſpect no Cheat, 
And Love contributes to its own Deceit. 
The Ships, about whoſe Sides loud Tempeſts roar, 
Wirth gentle Winds were wafted from the Shoar. 
Your teeming Mother dreamt a flaming Brand 
Sprung from her Womb conſum'd the Trajan Dund. 
To ſecond this, old Prophecies conſpire, 
That diam ſhall be burnt with Greuen Fire: 

Both give me Fear, not is it much ys, 
That Venus is oblig d aur Loves toad. | 
For they who l ee Oase, Revetigetiti take, 
And fot one Friend th Enemies yon make. 
Nor can 1 doubt, but ud 1 follow vj. 
The Sword would-ſoon our fatal Crime purſue: 
A Wrong ſo great my Husband's Rage would rouze, 
And my Relations would his\Carſe'eſpouſe, 
You boaſt your Strength and Courage, but, alas 
Your Words receive ſmall Credit from your Face. 
Let Heroes in the duſty Field delight, 
Thoſe Linabs were faſhion'd for another Fight, 
Bid Hector (ally from the Walls of Trey, 
A ſweeter Quatrel ſhould your Arms imploy, . 
Tet Fears like-thefe ſhou'd not my Mind perplex, 
Were 1 as Wiſe as many of my Sen. 


But 
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be: Ten and you may bolder Thoughts inſpire; 
chaps may yield to your Deſire. 

— demand a private Conferenee, 
Theſe are your Words, but I can gueſs your Senſe, 
your unripe Hopes their Harveſt muſt attend? > 
ze rul'd by me, and Time may be your Friend, 
This is enough. to let you underſtand. 
For now my Pen has tir'd my tender Hand; 

My Woman Knows the Secret of my Heart, 
And may hezeuſter better News impattt. 
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Penelope to Ulyſſes. | :: 


By Mr. R HY M E R. Far 


The ARGUMENT. 1 


The Rape of Helen having carry'd all the Grecian dere 
Princes to the Siege of Troy; Ulyſſe, among the Wh 
ref, there ſignalix d his Manhood and Pruaeue I we 
particularly. But the Siege at an end and he nt Tlep 
returning with the other Captams, Penelope ſend; Thr 
this 2 in N him. _— had render her Wha 

ſelf as deſervedly famous on 8 by reſiſt 1 fai 

x1 the while the Importunity of — 4 wi Hea' 
an unuſual Cunſtaucy and Fidelity. She complains My 
to Ulyſſes of their Carriage. ſhe likewiſe tells him Our 
her Apprebenſions and Fears for him during tht and 
War and ſince; acquaints bim with the ill Po. 


fture of his Family through his Ab ence; and di. os 
ſires him to haſten Home as the only means to ſu And 
all right again. b All i 
And 

O Tout Penelope at length break home, om. 
Send no Excuſe, nor ſtay to write, but come. And 

Our Trouble long, Trey does not hold you now ; This 
Not twenty Trey wete worth all this ado, Aud 


Wou'd 
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wou' d ſome juſt Storm and raging Sea had drown'd 
The Ruffian, when for Lacedemon bound; 

| ſhould not then of tedious Days complain, | 
Nor cold a-Nights, and comfortleſs have lain; 
Nor ſhould this Pains to paſs the Ew nings take, 
and work, and weave, ey'n *till my Fingers ake, 

1 always fear'd worſe Dangers than the true, 

(4s always Love unquiet Fears purſue) ) 

Fancy*d thee by fierce, Trojans compals'd round, 
and Heftor”'s Name ſtill ſtruck me to the Ground, 
When told of Neffor's Son, by Hecker ſlain, 

Streight Neſtor's Son rouz'd all my Fears again. 
When for his Sham how dear Patroclus paid: 

1 wept to find that Wit no better ſped. 

Tlepolemws by Trojan Jav'lin kill' d, 

Through all my Veins-an ley Terror thrill'd. 
Whateyer Greeks miſcarry' d in the Fray, . 

l fainted, and fell (well nighy deed 44 they, man 
Heav'n for chaſte, Love has better Pate in ſtore; | 
My Husband lives, and Troy is now no more. 
Our Captains well return'd, each Altar flames, 

and Temples all Barbarian Booty crams ; 

For their ſafe Loves the Women Off rings bring, 
And Trojan Fates by ours defeated Sing. | 
All tand amaz d to hear both old and young, 

And liſt'ning Wives upon their Husbands hung. 
Some on the Table draw each bloody Fight, 
And ſpilling Wine the whole {ad Iliad write, | 
This Si mois, that the Sigean Land, 

aud there did Priam's lofty Palace fend, 
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116 Ov EPISTLES. 
Here skutkr Vie, there Achilles dar d, 
There Hector torn, the foaming Hoſes ſcar d. 


All did old Nefer to your Son explain; 


To ſeck you ſent, who told me all again, 

Your Sword how Dolen, no, nor Rheſws ſcap'd, 

Banter'd the one, this taken as he napp'd. 

Fool-hatdy you, and us remembring il], 

Nightly amidft thoſe Thracjan Tents to Real, 

There Numbers Hay, one only aiding thee, _ 

Thou haſt been Wiſe, and wou'dſi have thought on me 

Still pant 1, told, how all in Triumph brave, 

Kound vont Friends Camp thoſe Thracian Steeds 
you drave, 

But what avalls it me that Trey did yield, 

And by your Proweſs now the Town's a Field? | 

As when Trey flood, 1 fi remain alone, 

Th' Effect continues, tho“ the Cane is gone: 

To others fuck d, to only me upheld, 

Evin whilſt it lies by Greek Abiders till'd. 

For Priam's Tow'ts, now loſty Corn appears, 

And Phrygian Blood a pond'tous Harveſt rears. 

No Houſe retnains, nought of a Trojan found, 

Unleſs you dig their Bones from undec Ground. 

Where art thou, Conqu' tor? what detains thee nov? 

Or may not I'your new Atchievemients know! 

What-ever Skipper hither comes a-ſhore, 

For thee 1 ask, and qxk him o'er and o'er; 

Nor parts he, till 1 ſeribblé half a Sheer, 

To give thee, ſhould ye eyet chance to meet, 


. * 
841 We 


PENELOPE % ULYSSES. 117 


we ſent to Pyles, Neſtor's ancient. Scat, 

From Pyles we no certain Tidings get: 

To Sparta ſent; the Spertans nothing know, 

What Courſe you ſteer, nor where you wander now. 

wou'd thoſe ſame God-built Walls were ſtanding fill, 

(Now 1 Repeat” that eder 1 wiſh'd *em ill) learn' d, 

Then where thou fought'ſt, I ſurely Mould have 

Not ſave for War, the common Grieyance, mourn' d. 

Now, what I know not, all 1 madly fear, 

and a wild Field lies open to my Care. 

By Sea, of Land whatever Dangers ſway, 

Thoſe I ſuſpect the Cauſes of your Stay. 

Whilſt thus 1 fimply muſe, who knows your Mind, 

Perhaps abroad ſome other Love you find: 

Perhaps to her your dowdy Wife define, 

Who knows no more, ſo that her Cup-board ſhine. 

No; vaniſh jealous Thoughts, nor fright me more, 

He wou'd be with me, were it in his Pow' r. 

My Size would force me from my Widow's Bed, 

Blames my Delay, and chides and. ſhakes his Head. 

Let him chide on, yours fill, yours only, I, 

Penelope, Viyſſes Wife will die. 

Yet by my chaſte Deſires, and Virtne bent, 

His Temper does a little now Relent. 

From crete and Samos, Rhodes and Zant ſet out, 

To Court me come 4 wild unruly Rout ; 

Who revel in your Houſe without controul, 

And eat, and waſte your Means, ourBlood and Soul. 

Of Medon, Polybus, Piſander, fell 

Eurymachns, alas, why ſhould I tell? 
: With 
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- 118 Ovid ETIS TES. 
With many more, (you ſadly out o'th' way) 
Feed here, and on your Subſtance let em prey, 

7 The Beggar Irus, and that Goat-herd Clown, 

| Melanchius, range and tummage up and down, 
So kept your Houſe, ſuch tour Defenders we, 

| A helpleſs Wife, old Man, and little Boy; 

k Whom late by Treach'ry we had well nigh loſt, 
*Gainft all our Minds as he to Fyles croft : 
But Heay*ns preſerve him till he die in Courſe, 
Having firſt clos'd mine Eyes, and alſo yours. 
Thus the old Nurſe, the Hind, and Hogherd pray ; 
True Servants all, and faithful in their Way. 
Diſarm'd by Age, Laertes is not fit, 
Amidſt thoſe Bullies to maintain your Right. 
Age, if he lives, Telemachus may bring 
To Strength, but yer he needs his Father's Wing. 
I, what-am 1? Alas my Help is ſmall ? 
Come you, the Strength and Safety of us all, 
So may your Son in virtuous Arts increaſe, 
So may the Old Laertes die in Peace; 

Who in my Bloom did at your Parting mourn, 

1 wither'd grow, in waiting your Return. 


Penelope to Ulyſſes. 


By the Honourable Mrs, WHARTON: 


Pax. this flow Epitle ſends | 
To him on whom her future hope depends 
is your Penelope, diſtteſ d, forlorn, 
Who asks no Anſwer, but your quick Return; 
Priam and Tyey, the Grecian Dames juſt Hate, 
Have long Certhis, tis known, receiy'd their Fate, 0 
For which thy Abſence pays too dear a Rate. 
Oc'ermy Hopes and Joys had found their Graves, 
Why did not Paris periſh by the Waves? 
1 ould not then paſs tedious Nights alone, 
Courting with fervent Breath the riſing Sun; 
But all in vain; for Day is Night to me, . 
Nor Day nor Night brings Comfort, only thee. 
My tender Hands with weaving would not titre, 
Nor my ſoft Thoughts with unobtain'd Deſire, 
still did my Mind new fearful Forms preſent -- 
ro kill my Hopes, and raiſe my Diſcontent. 
Love, jealous Love, has more than Eagles Eyes 
To ſpy out Sotrows, but o*er-look our Joys; 
| fancy'd furious Trojans ſtill were nigh _ 
To flay my Lord, and all my Hopes deſtroy. i; 
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As there the Arms of Hector ſtill prevail, | 
Here at his very Name my Cheeks grew pale; 
When told Antilechus by him was flain, | 
My Hopes decay*d, my Fears reviv'd again. 

I wept when young Patroclus was o erthrown, 

To find how wealt the Arts of Wit were grown. 
The Deeds of fierce Tlepolemus alarm d 
My tender Soul, and all my Spirits charm'd. 
Each fatal Scene Grief to my Heart did ſhow, 
Whate'er they felt, 1'ſuffer'd here for you. 
But virtuous Love propitious Heay*n befriends, 
My Husband's ſafe; on vhom my Life depends; 
Troy is M erthrown; and all our Sorrow ends. 
The Grecians Triumph, they at large declare 
The Fall of Ilium, and the Foes Deſpair. 

Old Men and tender Maids with Pleaſure hear, 

The fatal end of all their Griefs and Fear, 

The joyful Wife from ſoft Embraces now = 

Will hardly time to hear theſe Tales allow, 

Forgets long Abſence, and renews her Vow. 
Some on the Tables their feign'd Combats draw, 

With ſparing Bowls the Victor ſpeaks his Joy, 

And with ſpilt Wine deſeribes the famous Trey; 

Here, ſays he, Priam's Palace did appear, 

The far-fam*d River 'Simoir glided here; 

Here *twas Achilles Fought, Ulyſſes too; 

At that to guard my Heart my Spirits flew : 

Achilles mighty Name paſs*d careleſs by, 

But at this Name Penelope could dye. 
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one ſhows the Place where mangled Hector lay, 
To fierce: Achille?” Fury made a Prey, 
Deſcribes the Horſes which his Body drew, 
Taught by an Inſtinct they before ne'er knew, 
To fear the Man, who could no more putſue. 
breathleſs on Earth was laid the Soul of Trey, 
The Ams Triumph, and the City's Joy. 
This Neſtor told your Son, whom my fond haſte 
Sent to enquire of Dangers which were paſt. 
He told how Nſus was with Delon ſlain ; 
Theſe tedions Tales did but augment my * 
| liſten'd ſtill to hear of you again. 
How truly Valiant were you, tho' Unkind? 
Jou little thought of what you left behind, 
When in the Night you ventut'd to invade 
The Thractian Camp. my Soul was filPd with dread. 
ſiſted but by one their Strength you proye, 
do ſtrong yout Courage, but too weak your Love. 
jut what remains to me for Conqueſts paſt, 
like that City, ſtill my Hopes lye waſte? 
ſour Preſence would my ſpringing Joy renew 
ould Troy were-glorious till, ſo I had you. 
Others 1 ſee their Victories enjoy, 
tiving along the fatted Spoils of Troy : 
unhappy Beaſts compell'd turn Rebels now, 
xd where their Captive Maſters mourn, muſt 
Plough. 
here barren Walls were once, now fruitful Fields 
ect the Sickle, and glad Harveſt yield. 
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I think Penelope is now forlorn, 
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Still they inſult upon the conquer'd Foes, 

Raiſing their bury'd>-Limbs with crooked ned The 
Ev'n Death to them is not the end of Woes, \ But 
- Graſs grows, where once the Tow'rs erected high" My 


Of ſtately Ilium durſt out- face the Sky. Wh: 
But why do 1 glad Victories relate? | I kn 
I have no Conqueſt; but the conquer*d*s Fate. My 
Thou, mighty Victor, from my Arms art fled, l fe: 
Deſpair here triumphs, and my Comfort's dead; Forg 
Thy Image ill 1 find within my Heart, - M/. 
-But if thou ſtay'ſt, with that and Life I part. 1 on 
Whatever Stranger lands upon our Shore, nere 
Thither 1 run, wing'd Hope flies on before; her 
Lask, Where is my Lord? Will he return? Penele 
Is he in Health? Ot muſt I ever monrn? - thou 
Then to his Hands a Letter ſtraizht I give, I kao 


And cry, Give this to him in whom I live. | 
But if no quick Reply the Stranger makes, 

The ſpringing Blood my trembling Checks forſald 
I fear your Death, and more I fear your Scorn, 


Ulyſſes falſe, and all his Vows fotſworn. 

1 ſent to Pyle: to enquire for thee, ' 

But found thee there a Stranger as to me; 
To Sparta, but could there no Tydings hear: 
Where art thou, my ei, tell me where ? 
Where doſt thou hide thy ſelf t'encreaſe my Feat 
None of thy Victories to me teturn, 


Apelle's City's vanquiſh'd, yet. I mourn: 
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kh! would it ſtood, chat Scene of Pomp and pride, 


Then 1 ſhould, know where all my Hopes reſide > 
Jut now, alas! I know not where thou att, 
What may be, tho' tis not, augments my * — 
] know not where 40 limit now my Feat; 7 
My Sozrows wander in ſo large @ Field, 
feat all Nangers Sea and Earth can yield, 
Forgive me, deat Viſſer, if ſometimes i 
My cager, Love dares tax thy Heart of Crimes. 
ſometime think ſome-crafty Stranger max 
Have made thy abſent wandting Heart 2 Prey; 
Where to make ſute the Vows to her ae. . 
Penelope each Day is made a.Scorm, 
Thou tell'ſt het, the weak; Diſt aff is my Cate, 
I know no Art the Conqu' tox to enſnuare, 
The homely Duties of a Wife I prove, 
jut never knew to fix a wandting Love. 
When thus 1 think, I'm fill'd with deep Deſpairs, 
Then trait 1 rave, and chide away thoſe Fears ; 
think thou'rt true, and were it in thy Pow's 
Phe were Penelope's this Hour. I. 

"My Father adds to my inſulting Fate, 
bidding me quit thoſe Robes and widow'd State ; 
id laughs to hear me feign ſome; weak, Excuſe, - 
na than all my Vous and Hopes abuſe: 
But let him laugh, I'm thine and only thine, 
ho* much 1 fear Viyſſes is not mine; 
ly fix'd Reſolves at length have conquer'd him, 
Re thinks 1 may. be true without a Crime. 
1 TY Slaves 
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124 OvI D ErAsT TES. 
Slaves I have many, who affect to move, 
But vainly tempt my fix d and conſtant Love; 
Vain, youthful, gay, endu*d with all thoſe Art 
Which captive and ſecure leſs faithful Hearts; 
They Lord it here oer all, now thou'rt away, | 


"Thy Wealth is theirs, who' bleſs thy kind delay, 


All but thy Wife ro them is made'a Prey. of 

Why ſhould 1 reckon up each hated Name, ert 
Hateful to me, and eruel to thy Fame? The 
Pylander, Polypas and Medon here N Inftr 
Are fierce tliro* Por, 1 feeble thro? Deſpats" His! 
Why ſhould I name the fly Enrymachns, Retui 
L and covetous Altinews ? Wich 
vh ſſes, theſe and more to thy Diſgrace Ketur 


Live on thy Riehes, while thy Herds 'decreafe; 
The mean Melanthni and poor Ira too 

Are ever in the way t aſſiſt the Crew, 

Whoſe careleſs Riots all my Hopes undo 
Alone upon thy Succour we depend, 

We are but Three, and weakly'we defend; 

1 am a Woman, and Laertes old, 
Telemachss too young, the Foe too bold; 
Telemachus nigh loft the other Day, | 

For he for Pylor had prepar'd his way 

Againſt my Will, who'n&er could have defign't 
Parting with th* only Pledge you left behind. 

O may he live, that "when I'm freed by Death, 
Ulyſſes Soul may in his Boſom breath, 

The little Family you left behind 

Thus pray fot him, whom al the Gods deſigns / 
Helt to thy Wealth, and to . richer Mind. 


( 
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Lumes mongſt his Foes is old and weak, 
His Pow'r decays, in vain his. Help I ſeeck. 
Your Son may live, the Foe may grow leſs gong; 


ks yet they te pow'rful, and their Hopes are young . 


Return, my wand' ring Lord, the only Scope 

Of all our Pray' rs, the End of all out Hope; 
Return, and teach your Son, like you, to know 
The Arts to govern, and ſubdue a Foe ; 

luſtruct his tender Years for Learning fit, 

His Blood is thine, and thine may be his Wit; 
Return, and bleſs Laerres, e'et he dies, 

wich thy dear Sight, then cloſe his willing Eyes; 
keturn, and bleſs thy Wife, whoſe Youth decays 
with ſhedding Tears at thy unkind Delays, 
keturn, Life of our Hopes, Light of our Days. 
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The Deſire of gaining, tha Golden Fleece, put Jaſon 
upon a Voyage to. Colchos. In his Paſſage, by je 
- feopp'd at the Iſland of Lemnos, 77. 1 
Hy ptipyle was then I: Deen, fam for her Piu 
* ſaving of hey Father Thoas, in 4 general Mal 
acre 7 the Men there by the Women of u 
_ Comntyy. Her Entertainment of ja ſon was fo kind Wn 
as induced him to ff — tro Tears, at tn 
end of which he [fland, and the 
. LE d;) 2 after a 5 


9 


falls in Love with 1428 ORIG: Bu he 
2 the Golden Fleece; with which. and Mts 
„ he ſail d home 10 Theſſaly. Hypfipyle, hed 

x of bin Landing with her more happy Riv 
Medea, writes him this Epiſtle. 


Aden, they ſay, with F«ſon's Golden Prize, 
Proud Argo in Theſſalis's Harbour lies. 
J would Congratulate your ſafe Return; 


But from your Pen 1 ſhould that Safety __ 
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When from my lighted Coaſt you bote away, 

Spight of the Winds, you ſhow'd leſs Faith than They, 
If 'twas too much t*enjoy my deareſt Lord, 

Sure I deſery*d one Line, one tender Word. 

Why did Fame firſt, and not their Conqu'ror, ſhow, 
How War's fierce God ſaw his tam'd Bulls at Plow. 
How th* Earth-born Warriors roſe, and how they fetl- 
By their own Swords, without your conqu' ring Steel, 
How in your Charms the fetter'd Dragon lay, 
Whilſt your bold Hand bore the cutl'd Gold away. 
When doubtful Tongnes mall Feſon's Wonders tell, 
Would 1 could fay, See here's'my-Oracle, 

But tho? unkind-Loves Silence 1 deplore, 

Tour Heatt ſtill mine, I would deſire no more. 

But ah, that Hope is vain - -a Witch deſtroys 

My fancy'd-Pleaſures, and my promis'd Joys. 


would 1 could ſay (but, oh, Loves Fears too ſtrong!) | 


Would 1 could fay, 1 guiltleſs 7aſon wrong. 

Lately a Gueſt came from th' Hemonian Land: 

My Door fearce reach'd, with Tranſport 1 demand 
How fares my Jaſon? His ſad Look he bore, 

Fixt with an-ominous Silence on the Floor. 

My Robes 1 tore, and thus, with Horror, cry'd, 
Liveshe? or with one Wound both Hearts muſt bleed? 
He lives, ſaid he; to which 1 made him ſwear : 

He (wore by Heav'n, yet 1 retain'd my Fear. 
My Senſe return'd to ask your Deeds; he ſaid, 

That the yok'd Bulls of Mars in Chains you led. 
The Snakes own Teeth a Crop of Heroes bore, 
Whilſt a rough native Caſe their Limbs huckt oer: 
en And 
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And by their own Inteftine Fury flain; ' 
One Day's ſhort Age compleats their active Reign · : 
Again I ask, Do's my dear Fafen lire? 

Such Ebbs and Flows Love's Fears and Hopes do give; , 
He fatally proceeds, and with much Art | 1 
would hide, yet ſhews the Falſeneſs of your Heart, - 
Ah, where's your Nuptial Faith, that flatt”cing Stile, A 
Loye's Torch, more fit to light my Fun' tal File! D 
I have no lawleſs Plea to Faſen's Love; Ye 
Juns and Hymen our juſt Chaplets wove: * 
Ah no! not theſe mild Gods: Erinny: Hand, 1 
At our curſt Rites, held her infernal Brand. — 
Why to my Lemnes did your veſſel fteer ? 70 
Or why, fond Fool, did I admit you here? f 
Here no bright Ram with golden Glory hone, * 
Nor was my Lemnos the Atean Throne. 70 


At fiiſt (but Fates all faint Reſolves withſtand) bs 
I thought t' expel you with a female Hand, , 


The Lemnian Ladies are in Arms well skill'd : f N 
Their Guard has been my Life's ſecureſt Shield. — 
But in my City, Roof, my Soul receiv d, — 
For two bleſt Years my datling Jaſen liv'd. — 
Forc'd the third Summer to a ſad Fatewel, " y 
Mixt with his Tears theſe parting Accents fell. _ 
Do not at our divided Fates tepine, * 
Thine 1 depart, to return ever Thine. "ov 
May our yet unborn Pledge live long, to prove Am 
The Qbje& of its Rival Parents Love. Nay 


*Twixt Sighs andTears,thro* thoſe falſe Gales did pout 57 
Theic falſer Show 8, till Grief could ſpeak no more. 
7 4 You 
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You were che laſt the fatal Arte reach'd, 
Whoſe ſwelling Sails th' o'echaſtyWinds had ſtretch d. 
The furrowing Keel the Sea's green Surface ploy'ds 

You to the Shore, to th' Seas 1 gazing bond. 

In haſte 1 ran to an adjacent Tow'r: 
My Team Ser all my Face and Boſom ſhow'r. | 
Ther- wet Eyes my waſted Soul purſue, 
And ev\n_ beyond their natural Opticks flew. 
A thouſand Vows for your Return I made, 
You are return'd, and they ſhould now be paid. 
My Vous for curs'd Medea's Triumphs pay! 
My Heart to Grief, ny Love to Rage gives way. 
Shall 1 deck Temples, and make Altars ſhine, _. 
For that falſe Man that lives, but lives not mine! 
1 never was-lecure; Twas my long Dread, 
You by your Father's Choice a Greek might Wed, 
To no Greek Bride, t' an unexpected Foe, 
My Wounds I t'a Barbarian Harlot owe: 
One who,by Spells and Herbs, does Hearts ſurprize: 
Nor are het Slaves the Trophies of her Eyes. 
She from het Courſe the ſtguggling Moon would hold, 
The Sun himſelf in Magick Shades infold; _ 
She curbs;the Waves, and ſtops the rapid Floods, 5 
And from theirSeats removes whole Rocks andWoods, 
With her diſhevell'd Hair the wand'ring Hag 


Does half - burnt Bones from their warm Aſhes drag, 
ln molten Wax, tho' abſent, kills by Art, 


am'd with her Needle, goats a tortur'd Heat. 
Nay, what Deſert and Form ſhould only move, 
By Philters the ſecures , her Jen Love. 

N How 


- 


1s all things elſe you'll find your Nicture there: 
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Mo can you dont on ſuch infernal' Charms, 


And fleep ſecurely in 'a Syren's Arms? | 
You; as the Bulls, ſhe does © her Yoke ſabdue, 
And as ſhe tam'd the Dragon, Conquers you. 
Tho? your great Deeds, and no tefs Nace you Boaſt, 
Link'd to that Fiend'your ſullied Fame is loſt, 
Nay by the cenſuring World tis juſtly thought, 
Your Conqueſts by her Sorceries were wrought ;- 
And the Phryxean Kam's Triumphant Oar, 
They ſay, not Jaſon, but Medes bore. 
This Northern Bride your Parents diſapprove ; 
Confulr your Duty in your Nobler Love. 
Let ſome wild Scythian her e me _ 

A Miſtreſs only fit for Savages. ' 1 
* more falſe, mote — than Wind, 
Have Vows no Weight, and Oaths no Pow'r to bind? 
Mine you departed: ah, return mine too, 
Let my kind Arms their Jong loſt Scenes renew. -_ 
if high Birth, and great Names your Heart can tun, 
Know, Pm the Royal Theat Daughter born. 
Bacchur my Grandfire is, whoſe Bride-divine 
All leſſer Conſtellations does out- fine. 
My Dow'r Theſe and Pertiſe Lemos make, 
All theſe and me, thy Equal Title, rake; 
Nay I'm a Mother: A kind Father be, 
And ſoften all the Pains I've born for thee, 
es Heav'n with Twins has bleſt our Genial Bed; 
And would you in their Looks their Father read? 
His treach*rous Smiles they are too young to wear, 
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rad ſent thoſe, Envoys in theſe. Letters. ſtead. 
Both for their on and Mother's Wrongs to plead,, 
Had not theiz;Stepdame's: Murthers bid em Ray ; 
Too dear a. Tiealure for that Monſter's Frey. 
Would. her deaf Rage, that reat her Brother's Bones, 
Spare my young Blood, or hear theix tendet Groans? 
Yet in out Arms this deater Ttaitreſs liess 
Above my Truth, you this falſe Pois ner prize. 

This mean Adult' rate Wretch was baſely kind; 

Loves ſacred Lamp our chaſte Imbraces join'd; 

Her Father hg bettay d, mine lives by me, 

1 Lemnos ride, ſhe Colchos Infamy. 

And thus hex Guilt my Piety outvies, 

Whilſt with her Crimes her Dow's your Heart he buys, 
Falſe Man, 1 blame, not wonder at the Rage 

O'th*; Lennian Dames; Wrongs do all Arms ingage, 
Suppoſe, in Vengeance to your Guilt, juſt Heav'n 
Had on my Shore the petſur q Fafon driv'n; 

Whilſt L with my young Twins to meet you came, 
and made you call on Rocks to hide your Shams, 
How could you look upon my Sons. and Me? 
Traitor, what Pains, what Death too bad for thee? 
Perhaps indeed 1 Faſon had not hurt, 

But *tis my. Merey more than his Deſert : | 

The Harlot's Blood had ſprinkled all the Place, 
Datt'd in your faichleſs, and once charming Face. 
110 Medea, mould Medes prove: | 
And if Fove hears the Pray*rs of injur'd Love, 

May that loath'd Hag, thay has my Bed injoy'd, 

Je by my Fate and her own Arts deſtroy'd, 
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Like me a Mother, and a Wife forlorn, 

Be from her Raviſh'd Lord and Children torn. 

May her ill gotten Trophies never laſt, 

But round the World be rh* hunted Monſter chat'd. 

Thoſe Dooms her Sire, and murther'd Brother met) 

May ihe ther Husband and her Sons repeat, 

Div'n from the Wotld, let her attempt the Skies, 
Till in Deſpair by her on Hand ſhe dies. 

Thus wrong' d Theantins prays, your Livescurſt Rem- 

nant lead, 
An Execrable Pair, in a Derefted Bed, 
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Jaſon arrives with his Companions at Colchos, where 
the Golden Fleece was kept, which before he can 
obtain, be is to undertake ſeveral Adventures; 
firſt o yoke the Wild Bulls, then to fow the Ser- 
pent's Teeth ; from whence ſhould mſtantly viſe an 
Army, with which he muſt incounter; and lay, 
to make his Paſſage by the "Dragon that never 

In order 10 thishe ſollicits Medea. Daugh« 
ter to the King, aud shilful in Charms, by whoſe 
Aſſiftance ( on ' Promiſe of - Love) he gains the 
Prize. -\ Then fiat ith ber; ih, King pro ſues 
them, Madea kills her lutle Brather, ſcatiors his 
Limbs and whilft the King fays 19 g daher them 
#up,: eſcapes with her Lover into Theſlaly ; where 
he reſtores decrepit Eſon to his Youth. On the 
ſame Promiſe perſuades Pelias his bters 0 let 
out their Father's Blood, but deceitfully leaves them 

Guilty of Parricide. For this, and oi ber Crimes, 

aſon 4 ber off: Marries Creuſa Daughter to 

Crebn King of Corinth; n which the 2 
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Medea, according to the uarious 
her... Paſſion, writes this — aer 
and menacing Epiſtle. 


E T 1 found Leiſure, tho“ a FRED to free 
2 Magick Arts thy Greciay Friends and thee ; 
The Fates ſhou'd then have finiſh'd, with my Reign, 
The Life that ſince was one continu'd Pain. 

Who wou'd have dreamt the Youth of diſtant Greece, 
Shou'd Cer have ſail'd to ſeize the Phrygian Fleece 
That-th* Argo mond in View of Colchos Ride! 

A Grecian Army ftem the Phafian Tide! 

Why were thoſe Snares, thy Locks, ſo tempting made! 
A Tongue. ſo falſe, ſo pow'rful to perſuade ! 

No doubt but he that had ſo ramly ſought 
Our Shore, with the fierce Bulls unſpell'd had fought, 
And fondly too th Arms- bearing Seed had ſown, 
Till by the Crop the Tiller were o'erthrown, 

How many Frauds had then expir'd with thee ! 
As many killing Griefs remoy*d from me! 
*Tis ſome Relief, when ill Returns ate made, 
With Favours done th' Ingrateful to upbraid : 
This Triumph will afford ſome little Eaſe, 
Falſe Faſon leaves me this - 

When firſt your doubtful Veſſel teach'd our Port, 
And you had Entrance to my Father's Court; 
There was I then, what now your new Bride's here, 
My Royal Father might with het's compare, 
With, Princely Tomp was your Artival grac'd, 
The meaneſt Greek, on Tyrian Beds we plac'd, 
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Then fluſt 1 gas'd my Liberty a-wy f 
and date my Ruin from that fatal Day? "pe; 
Fate puſhe me on; and with your Charms — 
1 view'& your ſparkling Eyes till I was blind. 
Tou foog perceiy*d, ads ts cou'd eyer hide 
4 Flame that by its own Light is deſery'd 2 | 6% 
zut now 4hat 'T ack's propos d, and thou muft. tame 
The Bulls with brazen Hoofs, and Breath of Flame; 
With theſe the fatal Field thou art to_Plow, 
From whence « ſudden Hoſt of Foes muſt grow. 
Thoſe Dangers paſt, fill to the Golden Prey 


I. '% 


The baleful fiery Dragon guards the Way, xeaſt, 


Thus ſpale the King; your Knights: tare from the 
And ev'n your Checks a pale Deſpair confeſſ. 1 

Where then was your adord creaſa's Dow'r? 

and where her Father Creon's'boaſted Por? 

dad went'ſt thou forth j my pitying Eyes n. 

Iſigh'd and after ſent a ſoſt Adieu 

la reſtleſs Tears I ſpent that tedious Night, 

?reſentitig Rill thy Dangers to my SighnFt : 

The Savage Bulls, and mute the Savage Hoſt, | 

But th* horrid Serpent did affrighr me moſt! 


Thus toſt with Fear and Love, (Feat ſwell'd the Flame): 


My Sifter catly to my Apartment came; ers 
dad and dejected ſhe ſutpriaꝰ d me there, "7 

With Eyes diſtilling, and diſhevell'd Hair ;- 

on your behalf ſhe ſoutzht me, nor cot d crave” 

My Aid for you, fo freely as 1 g; ee 
4 Grove there is, an awful gloomy shade, 
Tov cloſe for er u the Sun himiſelf Vinyade 3 | A 
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Theſe Woods with" great Diana's: Fane we bra d, 
P th? midſt the Goddeſs on high Tripods plac'd. 
There-(if that Place you can remember yet, 
Who have forgotten me) twas there we met. 
Then, thus in ſoft delading Sounds von ſaid--— 
« Taks bity en our Suff ringe, Royal Maid! 

* eſt pleas d, Hhou haſt the t to kill, but give 
<«< Moofb of Diviner Might, and make us Live! 
« By our Dill ceſſes. (which thy! Art lane 

© Has Pow'r:to: ſuccour,) By th'-all-ſcelng Sun, 

te By the chaſte Deity that govetns hre, 
* And what Cet elſe you Sacred hold or Dear, . 
&, Take: pity on: om L auth, and bind . 
© Eternal Servant a Made s Will 5; - 

« And if à Stragges's F dunn can touch your ding, 
« (If ſuch bleſt Rate Was cler for me defign'd |) 

« This to Duſt diſſolve, this Spirit to Ait, 

« When I think a but Medea Fan,, 

« Be conſcious Jane, winels.to-my Vow, 

« And this dg Goddeſs.atwhole Shane we boy, 
Your charming Tongue, ſtopt here, and left the reſt 
To be hy gg mere: pow:rhal Tears tet. 
iel apd1by) my Ariat you Bow. 
To yoke the- ht h j Bulls, and make em ploy. 
Then with a daring, Hand yon ſom the Field, 
That for an HE ö, does an Army yield; .. 
Ev'n A dagk pale, that gave the pow'rful Hanses, 
To ſee the wonghgeus Grap,of ſhining. Arms 

Tin ch\Eambeboun Beere in fr te Bartel join d, 
Their Gidden, Li weg me deny tele d- 
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The Serpent bert, a yet more dang' rous Teil, 
with ſcaly zoſom plows the yielding soil, 


0'erſhades the Field with vaſt expanded Wings, 
And brandiſhes in Air his threatning Stings ! 


Where was Cyeuſa at this needful Hour? fDow'r 


Where then were her fam'd Charms and matchleſs 
Medea, that Medea, that is now 


Deſpis d, thought Poor, held Guilty too by you, 


'Twas ſhe that Charm'd the wakeful Dragon's sight, 


Gave you the Fleece, and then ſecur'd your Flight: 

To merit you, what cou'd 1 more have done? 

My Father I betray, my Country ſhun, © + 

And all the Hazards of an Exile run! | 

Tho, whilſt 1 yield me thus a Robber's Prize, _ * 

My tender Mother in my Abſence dies, 

And at her Feet my breathleſs Siſter lyes. 5 

Why left I not my Brother too cold Feat 

arefts my Hand, and I muſt finiſh here 

This Hand that tore the Infant in out Flight, 

What then it dar'd to Act, dieads now to Write, 

To the rough Seas undaunted 1 repair, 

For after Guilt, what can a Woman fear? : 

Why *ſcap'd our Crimes thoſe Seas? we ſhould have 

For Falſhood thou, and 1 for Parricide,  [dy*dz- 

The juſtling Mes ſhou'd there have daſh'd our Bones, 

And hung us Piece-meal on the ragged Stones; 

Or Seylla gorg*d us in her rav'nous Den, 

Wiong'd Seylla thus ſhou'd uſe ingrateful Men! 

Caribdis too ſhou'd in out Fate have thar'd, 

Nor ought of our fad Wreck her Whid-pool ſpar'd. 
Tet 
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ret ſaſe we reach yout Shore: the Phrygian Fleece 

Is made an Off 'ring to the Gods of Greece, 
"The Pelian Daughters pious Bloody Deed 

I paſs, that raſtily. made their Father bleed; 

Your Safety *twas that drew me to this Fraud, 

The Guilt that others Blame, you ſhou'd Applaud! 

But ſtead of Thanks, your Court 1 am forbid: 

Tour ſelf forbad me, faithleſs Jaſen did! 

With none but my two Infants 1 depatt, 

And Jaſen's Form, that ne' er forſakes my Heart. 

At length thy Rev ling Nuptial Songs ſurprize 

My wounded Ear, thy Nuptial Torch my Eyes; 

The Rabble ſhout, the Clamour neatet drew, 

And as it came more near, more dreadful grew: 

My Servants weep in Cornets, and refuſe | 

Th ingrateful Task of ſuch unwelcome News! 

1 yet forbear t enquire; tho fill my Breaſt . | 

The dreadful Apprehenſions did ſuggeſt. 1 

My youngeſt Boy now from the Window "_ 

The coming Pomp, and jocund thus he cry*d, 

* Look, Mother, look! ſee where my Father rides, 

* With mining Reins his Golden Chariot guides, 

At this, my pale forſaken Breaſt I tore, 

Nor ſpar'd the Face, whoſe Beauties'charm no more. 

Alas! what did 1 ſpare, ſcarce cou'd 1 ſpate 

My Honour, ſcatcely thee, cou'd ſcarce forbear | 

To force my Paſſage to thy Chariot now, . 

And tear the Gatland from thy perjur'd Brow. 
Offended Father, now thy Griefs diſcharge ! * 

My Brother's Blood is now reveny'd at large, 
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The Man (fot whom 1 fied and injur'd thee © © 
Whoſe Love ſole Comfort of my Flight cou'd be) x 

Th' ingrateful Man has now forſaken me 

I ram'd'the Bulls and cou'd the Serpent bind, 

But for perſid ious Love no Spell can find : C1 

The Dragon's baleful Fires my Arts ſuppreſt, 

But not the Flames that rage within my Breaſt. 
in Love my powꝰtfulb n Herbs are uſeleſs made, 
In vain is Hecate fummon'd to my Aid; W 
1 ſigh the Day, the Night in Watches bend, Feten 
Xo Slumbers on my cateful Brows deſcend: 
With Poppies Juice in vain my Eyes 1 deep, 
and try the Charm that made the Dragon ſleeps. 
lonly reap no Profit from my Charms? 
They (ay'd, but fay'd thee for my Kival's Arms!” 
There, "cauſe you know the Theam will r be, 
rerhups ate ſo unjuſt r'exclaith on me? 
To tax my Manhers, rally om my race; 
And halle tht adultrefs fport with my Dagger: 
Laugh on, proud Dame; but know thy Fate is nigh, 
When thou ſhalt yet more wretched be than 1! 
When wrong d Medes untevengz' d fits ftill, 
Svord,. Flatne, and Peifon, have forgot to Kill. 

if Pray'rs the Huey Faſon's Brea can move, 
My juſt Complaitit wilt ſure fHeceſfal prove, © - 
gtretellb d at thy Feet u ſüppliant Princeſt ſee 3” 
Such was thy Poſture, when ſhe pity'd thee. 
And tho? a Wife's diſearded Title fail, 
Wy n fill are thine, let them prevail! 
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So much th'ace. thine, Þ much thy. phone here, 
Each Look I caſt, is follow?d\by, a Tear, 

Now by the Gods, by all our paſt Delights, 
By ag den Pledges of our Am'rous: Nights, 
Reſtort me to thy Love; I claim my Due 
Be to my Merit, and thy Promiſe true. 
I ask thee not what 1, perform'd for thee, 
To ſer me from fierce Bulls and Serpents free 3 
I only crave thy Love, thy Love.reftore, 
For which Þ'ye done ſo much, and ſuffer' d more. 
Dot thou demand a Do twas paid that Day 
When thou didft bear the Golden Fleece away: 
Thy Life's my Dow'r, and thy dear Fol wers Health, 
The Youth of G reece 3 weigh theſe with Creon Wealth, 
ro me then ow'ft that on amt cee Heir, 
That now thou, li ſt to call c Bait! | 
Yowre wrong'd me all, and on you all----bur hold, 
1 form Revenge to mighty ce be bed 
My Thoughts are now to th' utmoſt Ruin bent! 
Perhaps I ſhall whe fatal Rage repent. 
| But on- -for 1 (whate'er the Miſchief be) 
shall leſs repent than that 1 gruſted _ 
The God alone,chat Rages. in m preaft, 43 
Can ſee the dad Revenge my Thoughts Kat, 
I only kaow til pow effected be, 
And wn * os * r . 
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Theſes, 1b Son of Mgt us; heving flain the Mi- 
notar. promifed 10 Ariadne the Danghter of Mi- 
nos and Paliphac, . for - the Affiflance which he 
gave him, to carry ber home with him; and malte 
4 her his Wife: So together with her Sen Phædra 
they went on Board: and: ſatiid o Chios where 
bemg warn a by; Bacchus. he left Ariadne, and 
Married her Siſter Phæira; who afterwards, in 
Theſcus ber Hauband's Abſence, . fell. in Love 
"with Hippolytus ber Son in Law, who. had vowe 
ed Ccel' acy, and Was A Hunter. Mherefore ſence 
ſhe could not conveniently PE choſe. by 
e 28 $998 him an lee of ber. kalin 
F Thow'rt ufikind; 1 nee all Heatth enjoys. 
Yer much T win to thee, my Lovely Boy: - 
lead this, and reding how my Sou is fei d. 
Kather Mam ust, be Wich oy Ruin plear'd ? 
ns Secrets Tafe to fartheſt Shores may move: 
iy Letters Poets converſe, Aud Textii to lo fe. 
ue wy Ad Tale, 28 1 to telf erp nm. 
von wy faul ti 7 Tongue one dy” 
1 | Long 
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Long Shame prevail'd, nor could . . 
But whar 1 þluſh'd to ſpeak; Love made me wiite. ” 
"Tis dang tous to reſiſt the Pow'r of Love, 
The Gods obey him, and he's King aboye: 
He elear'd the Doubts that did my Mind confound) 
And. promis'd me to bring Thee hither bound: 
Oh may he come, and in that. Breaſt of thine 
Fix a kind Pak, and make it flame like mine! 
' Yet of my WeWlock voss n loſe no Care, 
Search back thro? all my, Fame; thow'lr find it fait, 
| But Dove long breeding, to worſt Pain; does turn; 
+Outward unharm'd, within, withia I burn! 1 
A As the young Bull or Courſer yet untam'd, 
When yol'd or bridlꝰ d firſt, are pinch d and maim'd, 
80 my unptactisd Heart in Love can finde 
- _ No Reſt t ud onted Weight do toils my. Mind. 
When young, Love's Pangs by Arts we may remove, 
Dut in our tipet Teats with Rage we love. 
To thee 1 yield then all my dear Renown, 
And prithee let's together-be undone, . - 
Who would not pluck the new-blown dluming Roſd, 
or the ripe Fruit that Courts him as it en | 
But if my Vittue hitherto; has gain d - 
Eſteem'for Spotleſs, mall it now be ſtain * 
Oh in thy Love 1 ſhall no Hazard un; 
is not a Sin, but when ls e doke.. 
And now ſhould June Field her Fove to me, 
d quit that Fove, Hippolyta, for thee: » , _ 
| Believe me top with range Deſires I change, 
| —_ wy RRP: N to 3 
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ro thy Delights and Delia I encling, 
Make her my Goddeſs too, becauſe ſhe's thine: 
long to know che Woods, to drive the Deer, 
And o'er the Mountains Tops my Hounds to chear, 
Shaking my Dart; then, the Chace ended; lye 
tretch d on the Graſs: And would'ft not thou ay 
oft in light Chariots 1 with -Fleaſare ride, 
And love my ſelf the furious Steeds to * 
Now like a Barchandl mote wild 1 ſtray , 

Or old cy Pricfts, as mad as they 1 
When under Idas Hill they Off rings pay: 8 
In mad as thoſe the Deities of Night 
And Water Fawn: and Dryad, do affright. 
Bur ſtill each lite le Interval 1 gain.. 
Zaſily find tis Love breeds all my Painn 
dure on dur Race Love like à Fate does fall, 
And Venws will have Tribute of us all. 
Jeve lovꝰd Europa, whence my Father came, 

And to a Bull transform d, enjoy' d the Dame: 

She, like my Mother, languiſht to obtain, 

And fill'd her Womb with Shame as well as Pain: 
The faithleſs- Theſews by my Siſter's Aid elf 
The Monſter flew, and a ſafe Conqueſt made: 
Now in that Family my Right to ſave, | 

| am at laſt on the ſame Terms a Slave; 
'Twas fatal to my Siſter, and to me, | 
She lov'd thy Father, but my Choice was thee: + 
Let Monuments of Triumph then be own 

For two unhappy n wins 05 nn 
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When firſt our Vows were to Elewfir paid, 

Would 1 had in 4 Cretan Grave been laid; 

*T was thete thou didſt a perfect Conqueſt gain, 
Whilſt Love's fiexce Feaver rag'd in ev'ry Vein; 
White 'was thy Kobe, a Garland deck'd thy Head: 
A mbdeſt Bluff thy-comely Face o 'exſpread. 

That Face whidy may be terrible in Arms, 

But graceful ſerm'd to me, and full of Charms: 

I love the Mau whoſe Faſhion's leaſt his Care, 
And hate my Seres Cexcombs "fine and fair; 

For whilſt thus plain thy cateleſs Locks let fy, 
Th' unpoliſt'd Form is Beauty in my Eye. | 
If thou but ride, ot ſhake the trembling Dart, 

1 fix my Eyes, and wonder at thy Art: 

To ſee thee poiſe the Jay'lin, moves Delight, '« 
And all thou doſt is lovely in my Sights © 
But to the Woods thy Cruelty relign, 

Nor treat it with {6 poor'a Life as mine: 
Muſt cold Diana be ador'd alone; 

' Muſt ſhe have all thy Vows, and Venus none! 

That Pleaſure palls if tis enjoy'd too Jong; 

Love makes the weary firm, the feeble ſtrong, 
For Cynthia's ſake unbend and eaſe thy Bow 3 
Elſe to thy Atm till weak and uſeleſt grow. 
Famous was Cephalu# in Wood and Plain, 

And by him many a Ber and Pard was fain, 
Yet to Auroras Love he did incline, hy 
Who wilely left old Age for Youth like thine. 
Under the ſpreading Shades her Am'rous Boy, 

r fair Adonis, Venus cou d enjoy; 
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Atlanta's Love too Meleager ſought, 
And to her Tribute paid of all he caught : 
ze thou and I the next bleſt Sy/varn Pair; | 
Where Love's-a Stranger, Woods but Deſurts ate. 
With thee, thro'-dangerous Ways unknown before, 
[ll rove,'and-fearleſs face the dreadful Boe. 
Zetween two Seas à little Ihm, lies, | 
where on each Side the beating Billows riſe, 
There in Trazena I thy Love will meet, | 
More bleſt and pleas'd than in my Native __ 
e could wilt, Old Theſeus is away 
It Theſſaly, where always let him ſtay 
wich his Pericthows, whom well 1 ſee | 
treferr'd above Hippetytu or me, | 
Nor he has only thus expreſt his Hate; | 
We both have ſuffer d Wrongs of mighty Weight : : 
Ky Brother firſt he cruelly did Nay, 5 


Then from my Siſter falſly ran away; _ 

and left expoy'd to eviry Beaſt a Prey: 

x Warlike Queen to thee thy Being gave, 

k Mother worthy of a Son fo brave, 

dom cruel Theſes: yet her Death did find, 
Nor tho? ſhe gave him thee, could make him kind. 
Vvedded too he Murther'd her in ſpight, 

To Baſtardize, and Rob thee of thy Right: 
and if, to wrong thee more, two Sons I've brought, 
zelieye it his, and none of Phedrd's fault: 

Rather, thou faireſt Thing the Earth contains, 

vi at firſt Pad dy'd of Mothers Pains: + 
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Ho can'ſt thou tevtence then thy Father's Bed, 
From which himſelf ſo abjectiy is fed? 
- The Thought affcights not me, but me inflames; 

Mother and Son ate Notions, vety Names * 

Of vorn- out Piety, in faſhion. then 

When old-dull Saturn zuPd. the Race of Men: 
But braver ove taught Pleaſure was no sin, 
And wich his Siſter did himſelf begin. 014 
Nearneſs of Blood, and Kindted beſt we prove, 

When we expteſa it in the; cloſeſt Love. * 

Nor need we feat our Fault ſhould be teveal'd; 
*Twill under near Relation be concesbd, b 

And all who hear our Loves, with. Praiſe ſhall crown 
A Mother's Kindneſs: to a grateful Son. wy 

"No need at Midnight in the daik to ſtray, 
7? .anlock the Gates, and cry, My Love, this wa 

No buſie Spies our Pleaſures to betray... 

But in one Houſe, as heretofore, we'll live, 

In publick Kiſſes take;- in publick, give: & 
Tho' in my. Bed thou't ſeen, twill- gain Applauſe 
From all, vhilſt none have Senſe to gueſs the Cauſe 
- Only make haſte, and let this League be ſign'd; 

Sb.caay my Tyrant Love to thee be kind. 

For this 1 am an hutable Suppliant grown ; 

No where ate all my Boaſts- of Greatneſs gone? 

1 ore 1 ne er would yield, refoly'd to fight, 
Deceiy*d by Love, that's ſeldom in the right: 
Now on my own I crawl, to claſp-thy Knees: 
Avhat's decent no true Lover cares or ſecs: 
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chame,” Bike à beaten Soldier, leaves the Place, | 5 
zut Beauty's Mues AN ate in my Fact. F 
Forgive this fond Confeſſion which 1 make, 
lud then Töne Fey om Suff rings take? 1 
What t midi seas my Fathers \Eanpir ne,? 
Tho! my great Grandfire Thunder from the Skies ; 
What though my Father's Sire in 1 s dieft gay 
Drives round the burning Chatiot of the Day? 5 
heit Hongur Hf in me to Love's a Slave, 
Then thoꝰ then wilt not me, their Honour faves © 
B's famous Hand, Crier, in Dor PI bring, FA 
id there half ty  Hippotyrut be King: u re 
rn Take then Hear and grant my Pray's 3 

bo may'ſt thou neyer Loye a ſcoruful Taicz 


i Fields ſo may Diana grace thee Rill, 0 

be Wood afford thee Game to kill; 

may the Mountain Gods and Satyrs all 

kind, fo may the Boar before thee fall. 

| may the Water-MWymphs in Heat of Day, 

jough thou their Sex deſpiſe, thy Thick allay. 

ons of Teats to theſe my Pray*rs 1 join, 

uch as thou read ſt with thoſe dearEyes of thine, 

tink that thou ſeeſt the Streams that flow from 
mine, Geert | « , 
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Daipo0 1 A NEA 
By Mr. D RT DE N. 
1 EO us: 

"the ARGUMENT. 
ness, the Son of Venus and Anchiſes, having. a 
tube Deſtruction of Troy, ſaved his Gods, bj: N 
ther, and Jon Aſcinius from the Fire, put to'$1 
- with twenty Sail of Ships, and Having bern lag 
toſt with Tempejts, was at Taft cuſt upon the Shi 
F Libya, where Sue D do, Hing from u 
- Cruelty of Pygmal:on ber Brother, who" | 
killed hey Hnsband Sichaus.) bad tately 
C:rthage. She entertained Manesse and bis 
with great Civility; fell paſſionately in Love wi 
him, and in the end denied him not the laſt R 
vous. 17 3 — . — Aaess 6 
in ſearch of haly, (a Ning promifed to hi 
+ th God: ) he readily prepared to Obey. ba 
/ Dido ſoon perceived it and having in aint 
all other means to ingage him to ſlay, at laf 

Deſpair writes to him as follows, 


CO, on Meander's Banks, when Death is nigh, 
I The mournful Swan ſings her own Elegy. 

Not that 1 hope, (for oh, that Hope were vain!) 

By Words your loſt AﬀtRions to regain; 
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lat having loſt whare'er was worth my Care, 

Why ould 1 feat to loſe à dying Pray'r ? 

'Tis then teſol d poor Dido mult be left, 

of Life, of Honour, and of Love bereft?” 

While you, with tooſen'd Sails, and Vows, — ö 

To ſeek a Land that flies the Searchers Care. 

Not can my riſing Tow'rs your Flighr reſtrain, 

Nor my new Empire, offer'd you in vain. 

zuilt Walls you ſhun, unbuilt you ſeek ; that Land 

1s yet : to Conquer; but you this Command. 5 

Suppoſe you landed where your Wiſh deſign' d., 

Think what Reception Foreigners would find. 

What People is fo void of common Senſe, 

To vote Succeſſion from a Native Prince? 

Yet thete new Sceptets and new Loves you ſeck z 

New Vows to plight, and plighted Vows to break. 

When will your Tow'rs the height of Carthage know 2 

or when your Eyes diſcern fuch Crowds below? 

If ſuch a Toa, and Subjects you cou'd (ee, 

ſtill wou' d you want a Wife who lov'd like me. 

For, oh, 1 burn, like Fires with Incenſe bright; 

Not holy Tapers flame with puter Light : 

/Eneas is my Thoughts pe tpetual Theme: 

Their daily longing, and their nightly Dream. 

Tet hes ungrateful and obdurate fill : 

Fool that 1 am to place my Heart ſo ill! 

My ſelf 1 cannot to my ſelf reftore: + 

Kill I complain, and Rtilt 1 love him more. 

Have Pity, Cupid, on my bleeding Heart, 

And pierce thy Brother's with an equal Dart. 
„ 1 


— 
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I rave: Not eanſt thou Venus Offipring be, 

Love's Mother cou'd not bear a Son like ther. 

From hardew'd Oak, or froma Rock's cold wonb; 

At leaſt thou art from ſome fierce Tyzreſ7 come, 

Or, on rough Seas, from their Foundation torn, | 

Got by the Winds, and in a Tempeſt born : 

Like that which now thy trembling Sailors fear: 

Like that, whoſe Rage ſhould ſt ill detain thee here. 

Behold how high the Foamy Billows ride! 

The Winds and Waves are on the , N 

To Winter Weather and a ſtormy Seas, 

1'll owe what rather 1 wou'd owe to — 4 0] 

Death thou deſery' from Heav'ns ayenging Last; 

But I'm unwilling to become the Cauſe, | 

To ſhun my Love, if thou wilt ſeek thy Fate, 

*Tis a dear Purchaſe, and a coſtly Hate. 

Stay but a little, till che Tempeſt! ceaſe, 

And the loud Winds are lull'd into a Peace. 

May all thy Rage, like theirs,'unconftant prove ! 

And ſo it will, if there be pow'r in Love. : 

Know'ſt thou not yet what dangers Ships ſuſtain? - 

So often wieck'd; how dar ſt thou tempt the Main? 

Which, were it ſmooth, were &v'ry Wave aſleep, 

Ten thouſand forms of Death are in the Deep. 

In that Abyſs the Gods their Vengeance ſtore, * 

For broken Vous of thoſe who falſely ſwore. 

There winged Storms on Sea - born Vena wait, 

To vindicate the Juſtice of het state. 

Thus, I to thee the means of Safety how ,: q 

And, loſt my ſelf, would fill pteſerve my Foce. 
Falls 


"i 


* + 
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Falſe as thou art, 1 not thy Death deſign: 1 
0 ratherlive; to be the Cauſe of mine! 
Shou'd ſdme avenging Stotm thy Veſſel tear, 
(zur Heavꝰu forbid my Words ſhou d Omen bear.) 
Then, in thy Face thy perjur'd Vows would fly ; - 
And my wrong'd Ghoſt be preſent to thy Eye. 
Wich threatning Looks, think thou behold'ſ me ſt are, 
Gaſping my Mouth, and clotted all my Hair, 
Then ſhou'd fork'd Lightning and red Thunder fall; 
What coud' t thou ſay, but 1 deſerv'd em all? 
Leſt this ſhould happen, make not haſte away, 
To hun the Danger will be worth: thy Stay. 
Rave" Pity on thy Son, if not on me: 


My Death alone is Guilt enoneh fo 
What has bis Youth, what have a5 80450 ande, 


To ſtuk in Seas; who were from Fires eee d- 
But neither Gods nor Parent didft thou bear, 
8mooth Stories all, to pleaſe a Woman's Eat) 
Falſe was the Tale of thy Komantick Life; 

Nor yet am 1 thy firſt deluded Wife. 

Left to purſuing Foes crenſa ſtay' d, 

by thee, baſe Man, forſaken and betray'd. 
This, when thou toldft me, ſtruek my — 
That ſuch Requital follow d ſuch” Deſett. 
Nor doubt 1 but the Gods, for Crimes like theſe, 
Ser'n Winters kept/thee wandring on the Seas. 

Thy ftary'd Companions, caſt aſhore,-1 fed, 

Thy ſelf admitted to my Crown and Bed. 

To harbour Strangers, ſuccour the diſtteſt, 
„ too kind the reſt!? 

7 H 4 Curſt 


r 
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Carft 'be the Caye which firſt my Avis brought; 
Where, from the Stotm, ve common ſhelter ſought ! 
A dreadful. Howling eccho'd round the Place, _ 
The MeuntainNymphs, thought I, myNuprials grace. 
I thought ſo then, but now roo late I know 3 
The Furies yelld my Fun'rals from below. 
O.Chaſtity and violated Fame 
Exact yout dues to my dead Husband's Name! 
y Death redeem my Reputation lot; 
And to his Arms zeſtare my guilty Ghoſt, 
Cloſe by my Palace, in a gloomy Gee 
1s rais'd a Chappel to my Murder'd Love: 
There, wreath'd with Boughs and Wool, his Statue 
The pious Monument of artful Hands: #1 [ftands, 
Lm Nigut, metnougut ne cal d me tom rhe Poe, 
And thrice with hollow Voice, cry*d, Dide, come, 
She comes ; thy Wife thy lawful Summons hear; 
But comes more lowly, clogg'd. with conſcious Fear, 
Forgive the Wrong I offer'd to thy Bed, 
Strong were his Charms, who my weak Faith miſ-lcd, 
His Goddeſs Mother, and his Aged Sire, 
Born on his Back, did to my Fall conſpice. 
O ſuch- he was, and is, that were he true, 
Without a Bluſh I might his Love purſue. 
But otuel Stars my Birnth-day. did attend: 
And as my Portune open'd, it muſt end. 
My plighted Lord was at the Altar lain, 
Whoſe Wealth was made my bloody Brother's gain: 
Friendleſs, and follow'd by the Mutd'rer's hate, 
To foreign Countries I remoy'd my Fate: 
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And here, -a Suppliant, from the Natives, Hands, 

1 bought the Ground on which my City ſtands. 

With all the Coaſt that itrexches to the Sea 

En to the friendly Pott that kelter'd, thees z; 

Then rais'd theſe Walls, which mount into the Air, 

At once my Neighbours Wonder, and their Fear. 

For now they Arm; and round me Leagues ate made, 

My ſcarce eſtahliſhꝰ d Empire to invade. 

To Man my new-built Walls 1 muſt prepare, 

An helpleſs Woman, and unskill'd in War. 

Tet thouſand Rivals to my Love pretend; . 

And for my Rerſon, wopld my Crown defend: 

Vhoſe j jarring Notes in one Complaiat agree, 

That each unjuſtly is diſdain' d for thee. _ 

To Proud Hyarbas give me up & Preys. 

(For that muſt follow, if thou go't away.) 

or to my Hysband's Murd' ret leave my Life; 

That do the Husband he may add the Wife. 

Go then; ſinge no Complaints can movethy Mind. 

Go perjuat'd Maio, but leave thy,Gods behind. 

Touch not thoſe. Gods. by wbom thou art forlworns/ 

Who will in impious Hands no more be bon. 

Thy Sactilegious Worſhip they diſdain, , 

And rather, wou'd the Grecian Fires ſuſtain, 

lethaps my greateſt Shame is ſtill to come, | 

And Part of thee lyes hid within my Womb. * 

The Babe unborn muſt petiſh by thy hate, K 

And pexiſh guiltleis 3 in his Mother's Fate, me 

Some God, thou ſay ſt, thy Voyage does command; 

Vou'd the ſame God had * d thee from my . 
2 T 
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The ſanie, 1 doubr got, thy Depatture feet, 
Who kept thee out at Sea ſo ma Teuts. 
Where thy long Labonts were a Price fo grear, 
As thou to putehaſe Troy would'ft not repeat,” © 
But Tyber now thoy ſelf ; to be it bet, 
When there artiv'd, a poor precatious Gueſt; * 
ret it deludes thy Search : Perhaps it wil * 
To thy Old Age lye undiſcorer fil. 10 
A ready Crown and Wealth in Dew 1: dn * 
And without conqu'Ting, here thou art 4 King. 
Here thou to Carthage may ft transfer thy Troy; © | 
Rete young Aſcanini may his Arms np io; IN 
And, while we live ſecure in ſoft Repolſe,”* 
Bring many Lautels home from colquer'@1 Foes” 
By Cupid's Arrows, 1 adjtire thee ſtay; * 
By all the Gods, Companions of thy Way. 
Se may thy Trojan, who are yet alive,” © 
Live ſtill, and with no future Fortune ſtrive: * 
So may thy Youthful Son old Age attain, | 
And thy dead Father's Bones in reuce remain 
As thou haſt Vity on unhappy me, | 
Who know'no Crime, but too much Loyeof che, 
1am not born from fierce Arbilles Line, 
Nor did my Parents againſt Troy combine: 
To be thy Wife, if 1 unworthy prove, © 
By ſome inferior Name admit my Love. 
To be ſecur d of ſtill poſſefiing thee, ' © * * 
What wou'd 1 do, and what wou'd 1 not be. 
- Our Likyan Coaſts theit certain Seaſons know, 


When free from Tempeſts Paſtengers may go, 
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What thou deny't my Merit, give my Love. 


DMM I 

zut nam with. Northern Blaſts the Billows 05. 1 

And drive the floating 8ea - Weed to the Shoar. 

Leave to my Care the Time to ſail away; 

When ſafe, 1 vill not ſuffer thee to tay. _ 

Thy wearyyMen wou'd be with Eaſe N - 
Their Sails are tatter d, and their Mate N. 

H by no Merit 1 thy Mind can. more,. 


Stay, till I learn my Loſs to undergo ; 
28 Time to ſtruggle with my Woe. - 
If not: Know this, I will not ſuffer long, © 
My Life's too loathſome, and my Love too ſtrong, 
Death holds my; ken, and diftates what I ſay, 
While, croſs my Lap the Trejan Sword 1 lay, 

My Tears flow down; the ſharp Edge cuts $ their Floog, 4 
and drigks my Sorrows, that muſt drink my Blood, - 
How well thy Gift does with my Fate agree!” | 
My Fun'ral Fomp'is cheaply made by ther. 

To no new Wounds my Boſom 1 diſplay >” 5 
The Sword but entets where Love made the Way... 

But thou, dear Sifter; and yet deater Falend, . 1 
Shale my cold Amtes to their Utn attend. 52 
Neben Wife, let not the Maible boaſt,” 

1 1oſt that Title when my F ime 1 loſt. 
This ſhort inſoription only let it bear, 
©Unhappy Dide lyes in Quiet here:. 
the cauſe of Death, and Sword by which ve 47 : 
net gave; The reſt ker Ati fupply's. © 


= 
e 5 
o 


— a 
4 —_ 93 
— 2 4 
_— 


17 
2 


— 


1 
5 
1 
1 
47 
WT? 
mY 
TH 
iu $2 


NN 


„The Foregoing * 


* T L f 


va? O N „ 70 


Drpo ro ExXF As 


* 1 IV . 


RN Notes, when * indie. 

ID The moutnful Swan fings her on Elegy. 

I do not hope by this ro change my Fate, 
Since Heav'n and you are both reſaly'd to hate: 
Robb'd of my Honour, tig ng Wonder now 
That you diſdain me when. 1 meaply fue; 
Deaf to my Fray'ts, that you reſalve.to go, 

And leave th* unhappy. you have render'd.ſo. 
You and your Love, the Winds away muſt bear, 
Forgot is all that you ſo oft did ſwear: 
With cruel Haſte to diſtant, Lands you fly, 

Ter know not whoſe they are, nor where they lye. 
on thage and its riſing Walls you frown, 
And ſhun à Scepter, , which is nom your own 5 
All you have gain'd, you proudly do contemny | 
"And foadly {ck a * Diadem. 


And 
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And. ſhould you each. at leaſt this ꝑtomis d. Lands 

Who'll give. its Power into a Stranger's Hand 3... 

Another eaſie Dido do you ſeek ; 

2 new Occaſions neu- made Vous to break? 

n can you. Walls like ours of Carthage build, 

And ſee your Streets with Crowds of $ubjeRs fil d? 

But tho all this ſucceeded to your Mind, 

So true a Wife no Search. could ever find. | 
Scorch'd up with Loves fierce Fire my Life does 

bi Incenſe on the flaming Altar 54 ; {watte, 

"Al Da e walks before my Sight, 

In all my Dreams, 1 ſee him-ev*ry Night: tan r 

But ſee him ſtill ingrateful as before, = 

And ſuch as, if 1 could, 1 ſhould abkor. 

But the ftroag-Flame burns on againſt my Will, - 

I call him Falſe, but love the Traitor fill, , 
Goddeſs of Love, thee all the World adore! 

And. ſhall thy Son flight thy Almighty Pow'r? 

His Brother's ſtubborn Soul let Cupid move, 

Teach me to hate, or him to merit Love! 

But the Impoſtor his high Bicth did foign, | 

(The! to that Tale his Face did Credit gain,) | 

He was not born of Dune, who could prove 

So cruel, and ſo faithlefs in his Love, 

From Rocks or Mountains he deriv'd his Birth ?; 

Fierce Wolves or Savage Tygers brought him forth ! 


Or elſe he ſprung from the eren Main, 
To which ſo eagerly he flies again. 


How dreadful the contending Waves appear? 
Theſe winter Storms by force wauld keep you here, 
: The 
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The Storms ate kinder, and the Winds more true 
Let me owe them, what 1 would owe to yon. 
You'll ew your Hatred at tov deat a Rate, 
If to fly me, you run on certain Fate. 
stay only till thefe raging Tempeſts ceaſe, 

And breeding Halr yen, all my Fears releaſe. 

Then you perhaps may change your cruel Mind, 
And will learn Pity from the Sea and Wind. 
Are you not warn'd by all you've felt and ſeen? - 
And will you tempt the faithleſs Floods again? 
Tho' *rwere calm now, it would not long be ſo; 
Think, to what diſtant Countries you would: go. 
There's not one God who will that Veſſel bleſs, 
Which Lies, and Frauds, and Perjuries oppreſs. 
The Sea let ev'ry faithleſs Lover fear, 

The Queen of Loye roſe thence, and Goyerns there, 
Still the dear Cauſe of all my IIls 1 love, 
And my laſt Words Hear*a for your Safety move; 
That your falſe Flight may not as fatal be 

To youy As your diſſembled Love to me. 

But in the Storm, when the huge Billows roul, ; 


(Th\. unlucky Omen may kind Heav'n controul) 
inkwhat diſtract ing Thoughts will fill your Soul. 
You'll. then remember ev'ty broken Vow, 
With Horror think on Murder'd Dido too. 
My Ghoſt all, pale and ghaſtly ſhall be there, 
With mortal Wounds ſtili bleeding V1! appear. 
Then you will own what to ſuck Crimes is due, 
And think each Flaſk of Light'ning aim'd at you. 


Your. 
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Your eruel Flight till che nent Calm delay, 
Your quiet Paſſage will reward your Sta. 
1 deg not for my ſelf, but do not join 
The Guilt of your Aſcanivs Death to mine. 
What has your Son, what have your Gods deſery'd> 
For a worſe Fate were they from Flames preſeryd ? 
But ſure you neither ſav'd them from the Fire, 
Not on yout Shoulders bore your aged Sire 7 
But did contrive that Story, to deceive © ' © | 
A Queen, ſo fond, ſo willing to believe. a 
Your ready Tongue told many a pleaſing Lie, 

Mor did it practiſe firſt theſe Cheats on me. , 
You by like Atts did fair Orew/s gain, 
And then forſook her with- a like Diſtela,- 
I've wept to hear you tell that Lady's Fate, 
My ſelf now juſtly more unfortunate. 4 
'Tis to revenge theſe Crimes the Gods engage, 
And make you wander out your wretched Age. 

A Shipwrack'd Wretch 1 kindly did receive, 
My Wealth and Crown to Hands unknomn did give. 
Had 1 ſtopp'd there, 1 had been free from! Shame, 
And had not ſtain' d my eleat and ſpotleſs Fame, | 
Heay'n to betray my Honour did comply, 
When Thunder and black Clouds filPd alt the Sky, > 
And made us to the fatal Shelter fly. 
The Furies howl'd, and dire Preſages gave, eil 
And ſhrieking Nymphs forfook the guilty Cave, 
cannot live that Crime totments me ſo, L 
let full” of Shame to my Sichen go. © 


. 
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In a fait. Temple built by skilful Hand, 
A Sacred Image of Sichaws ſtands z 
With ſnowy Fleeces dreſt, and Gazlangs exown'd, 
From, thence. of late I ve heard a difmal Sound! 
Four times he call*d me with a bollow Voice, 
My looſen'd Joints ill trembled at the Noiſe | 4 
My deareſt Lord, your Summons I obe, 
Tis Shame to meet you makes this ſhott Delay. 

ret ſuch -a Tempter might the Crime excuſe, 
His Heav'nly Race, and all his folema Vows! . 
The beſt of Fathers, the moſt pious on- 
Who could (uſpet, He, who ſuch Things had done, 
So well had ated all che parts of Life, 
Could-bave bet rad a;Princeſs and a Wife 
Had he not wanted Faith, your ſelf muſt own. 
He had deſery'd to fill my Bed and Throne. 
In my firſt Youth hat Cares diſtutb'd my Peace! 
And my Misfemunes with my Tears incteaſe! 
My Husband's, Mood. was by my Brother ſpik, 
And ſtill bis Wealth rewards the proſp' rous Guilt, 
Thro' Ways unknown # dang'rous Flight: I take, . 
His Aſhes and my Native Soil forſake 
Here ſhelter'd from my Brother's Cruelty, 
Ibought this Kingdom, which 1 gave ts thee, 


< 


——— 


My City did in Glory daily raiſe, An 
Which all my Neighbours ſaw with envious Eyes, See 
And Force againſt unfiaifd Walls prepare, Ani 
Threat ning à helpleſs Woman with a Wars... | n. 
Thoſe many Kings, he did my Bed deſire, And 


Now to revenge their flighted Love conſpire, | 
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Go on, my people ate at your Command, 
biye me up bound co ſome fierce. Rival's Hand: 
aff my erbel Brother's black Deſign, 
Drunk with Fichaus Blood, he. thirſts for mina: 
ut then pretend to Piety no more, 12 
The falſe and petjur'd all che Gods abhor, 
EY n thoſe you ſoatch'd from Tres devouring Flame 
Are griey'd that from ſuch Hands their Safety came. 
A growing Infant in my Womb you leave, 
Of your whole ſelf, you cannot me art 
70u kill not Dids only, if you , 
The guiltlefs and unborn you murder too; 
Vith me a new unknown Aſcanis: —_— 
mo' deaf to mine, yet think you hear his Cries. - 

But tis the God commands, aud u obey : 
Ah ! would that he who ao forbids your Say; 4 
Had never led your matter d Fleet this ay 
And now this God commands you out again 
T endure another Winter on the Main? | 
Scarce Troy reftor d to all her Ancient obey. * | 
Vere worth the ſecking at fo dear a rate. * 
Ceaſe then thro* ſuch vaſt "Dangers to purſue —» 
A Place, which, but in Dreams, you never knew: 
ln ſearch of which you your beſt Years may waſte, 
And come a Stranger there, and old at laſt. 
dee at your Feet a willing Teople lies, 
And do not offer d Wealth and Pow't deſpiſe. 
Fix here the Reliques of unhappy Troy, «$4: 4 
aud in ſoft Peace, all you have fay'd enjoy. 
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But if new Dangers your'grear Soul Yeſites,” - 
If ttnirſt of Fame your Son's' young Breaſt inſpites, 
| You'll frequent Tals here for Valour nd, 
Our Neighbours are as tough as we are kind. 
By your dear Father's Soul 1 beg-your Stay, } 
By the kind Gods who hither bleſt your Way, 
And by your Brother's Dart, which all obey! 
So may white Conqueſt on your Troops attend, 
And all your Jong” Misfortunes here take end. 
So with his Years may your Son's Hopes increaſe, 
So may Anchiſes Aſhes teſt in Peace. | 
Some Fity let à ſuppltant Princeſs move, 
Whoſe only Fault was an (exceſs of Love. 
I am not ſprung from"any Grecian Racer, 
None of my Blood did your lov'd Trey deface. 
Yet if your Pride think ſuch a Wife 4 ſhame, 
Fl facrifiee my Honour to my Flame, 5 
And meet your Love by « leſs glontous Name. 
I know the Danger of this ſtormy Coaſt, 
How many Ships have on our Shelyes been loſt. 
Theſe Winds have driv'n the floating Sea-Weed ſo, 
That your intangled Veſſel cannot go, 
Do not attempt to put to sea in vain, 
ill happier Gales have clexr'd your Way again. 
Truſt me to watch the calming of the dea, 
You ſhall not then, tho”. you deff d it, ſtay. 
Beſides your weary Seamen Reſt deſire, 
And your torn Fleet new Rigging does require, 
By all-1 ſuffer, all Ive done for you. 
Some little Reſpite to my Love allow, 
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Time and-calm Thoughts may teach.me how to bear 


That Loſs which now alas tis Death to krar, 

But you reſdlve to force me to my Grave, 

And ate not fat from all that you would: have... 

Lour Sword before; me, whilſt I write, does oe! 7 
d by it, if 1 write in vain, I die. 

2 ſtain'd with many a falling Tear, 

It mottty all another Colour wear. 

You never could an apter Preſent make, 

'Twilk ſoon, the Life you made uneafie, take. 


But this poor Breaſt has felt your Wounds before, 


Slain by your Love, your Steel has now no Fow'r, 
Dear guilty Siſter, do not you deny 6.3447 
The laſt kind Office. to my Memory.z, 

But de not on my Fun'tal Marble join. 
Much wrong d Sichews Sacred Name with mine. 
of falſe n. let the Stone complain; 

rhat Did. could not bear his fierce Diſdaia, 

« But by his Sword, and her own Hand was flain. 
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By * O AN AAA. 
"The AK GUN ENR. 
In the War of Troy, Achilles haying taken ard 
act Chrynefium, a Town in Lyrneſan 
Country, amongſt bis other Booty he took two wry 


fair Women, Chryſeis and Brifſcis : Chry ſeis he 
ed to vie Agarnetnnon, and Briſcis he 
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„ Father, uo was one of th Priefts of Apol. 


lo: Wheraipen the King by Violence took awiy 
Briſeis from, Achilles; as which Achilles acer 
fs ! the Camp of the Grecians, and prepared 10 
il — in whoſe Abſence the Trojans prevail. 
the Greciang,..Agarnemnon was com- 
pol to fend Uly fits and other; to offer him rich 
Preſents, and Brifeis, that be return again 
to the Army: But Achilles with Diſdain rejeid 
them all. This Letter therefore U written by hi. 
ſcis, to move him that he would receive her, and 
return to the Grecian Camp, 


G7 ptive Briſtis in a foreign Tongue (Wrong. 
More by her Blots, than Words, ſets forth he: 
And 
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And yet theſe Blots, which. by my Tears ate made, / 
Above alt Words ur Writing, Hould perſuade.  - 
subſects (L know) muſt not their Lords accuſe; 
Tet Pray*rs and Tears we lawfully may uſe, - . | 
hen rayiſh'd from your Arms, I was the Prey 
Of Agamemner's Arbitrary Sway; | 
| grant, you muſt at. lat have leſt the Field, 
But for 4 Lover, you too ſoon did yield: 
| A Warrior's Glory it muſt needs diſgrace, 
N At the firſt Summons to yield up the Flace. 
„e Fnemics themſclyes, no leſs than hy + 
n Stood wond' ting at their caſie Victory :- 
2 L ſaw their Lips in. Whiſpers ſoftly move, 
15 I; this the Man ſo fame d ſot Arms, and Love? 
Alas! Achilles, tis not fo we part 
eis From what we love; and what is neat our Heart. 
d. Vo healing Kiſſes to my Grief you gave, 
pay Jou turn'd me off ati unregarded Slave. 
ent was it your Rage, that did your Love ſuppreſs? 
0 Ah, love Briſtis more, and hate Atrides leſs! 
ail- ne is not born of a true Hero's Kace, 
m- Who lets his Fury of kis Love take plare. 
ich Tygers and Wolves can fight, Love is the Teſt, 
e Diſtinguiſhing the Hero from the Beaſt. 
fled Alas! when 1 was from your Boſom ford, 
an 1 felt my Body from. my Soul divorc'd ; 

A deadly Paleneſs overſpread my Face; 

Sleep left my Eyes, and to my Tears gave place: 
ong. MI | tore my Hair, and did my Deach decree; 
her Ah! learn to part with what you love, from me. - 
And 
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Humbie Submiſſions from their haughty King: 
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Ablegen Baie did 'elay, - W 
But Greeks; and "Trojan; too, blocked * che Way: 6 
Yet tho' n tender Maid could not break thro”, | 
Methinks Achilles ſhould not be ſo flow : 
Achilles, once the Thunderbolt of War, 1 

The Hope of conqu' ting Greece, and Trey's Deſpaiy, | 
Me in his Rival's Arms can he behold ? L 

And is his Courage with his Love grown cold! 
But 1 confeſs, that my negleted Charms 

Did not deſerve the Conqueſt of your Arms; 
Therefore the Gods did, by an cafter Way, | 

Our Wrongs attone, and Damages repay 2 

Ajax with Phenix and Viyſſe: bring 
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The Royal Penitent rich Preſents ſends, 

The ſtrongeſt Cement to piece broken Friends. 
When Pray*rs well ſeconded with Gifts are ſent, 
Both mortal and immortal Pow'rs relent. © 


Twenty bright Veſſels of Corinthian Braſs, 7 
Their Sculpture did the coſtly Mine ſurpaſs; 1 
Seven Chairs of State of the ſame Art and Mold, N 
And twice ſive Talents of perſuaſive Gold; * 
Twelve fiery Steeds of the Epirian Breed, = 
 Matchleſs they are for Beauty, and for Speed; 1 
Six Lesbian Maids (but theſe I well cou'd ſpare) K 
Their Iſland (ack*'d; theſe were the Gen*ral's ſhare 3 5 


And laſt a Bride, (ah! tell em I am thine) 
At your own Choice out of the Royal Line: | 

With theſe they offer me: But might I-chuſe, Lk 
You mould take me, and all their Gifts zeſuſe: 


zut me and thoſe Yoalhllenly teject; 


— 
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What haye 1 done, to merit this Neglect? 

Is it that Jou, 4 aud Fortune jointly yows . 
Whom you make Wretched, till to keep them ſo? 
Your Arms my Country did in Aſhes lay, 

My Houſe deſtroy, Brothers and Husband ſlay. 
lt had been Kindneſs to have kill'd me too, 
Rather than kill me with Unkindneſa now. 

With Vows, as faithleſs: as your Mother Sea, 
Tou loudly promis'd, that you would to me, 
Country, and Brothers, and a Husband be. ? 
And is it thus that you, perform your Vow, | 
Ev'n with a Dowry to reje@t me too? 

Nay, Fame reports, that with the next fair Wind, 
Leaving your Honour, Faith, and Me behind, 

You quit our Coaſts : Before that fatal Hour, 

May Thunder firike me, or kind Earth deyour:'! 

1 all Things, but your Abſence, can endure! 
That's a Diſeaſe, which Death muſt only cure. 

If to Achaia you will needs return, 

Leaving all Greece your ſullen Rage to mourn, 

Mace me but in the Number of. your Train, 

And 1 no ſervile Office will diſdain: 

If 'm deny'd the Honour of your Bed, 

Let me at leaſt be as your Captive led: 

Rather than baniſh'd from your Family, 

I will endure another Wife to ſee; 

A Wife, to make the great acian Line, 


Like Starry Heav' n, as aumczoully ſhine; 


On her, becauſe to you the does relate. 


That happy Wife prevail'd; why ſhould nor 1? 
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That ſo your ſpreading Progeny may prove 
Worthy of Thee, and their Grandfite Fove, 


Let me on het an humble Hand-maid wait, 


1 fear (1 know not why) that ſhe may be, 
Than-to her other Maids, more harſh to me: 
But you are bound to guard your Conquer'd Slave, Wl, 
And to maintain the Articles you gave : | 
Yet ſhould you yield to her imperious Sway, 7 
Do what you will, but turn me not away. 7 
But why ſhoul& you depart? the King tepents; T 
The Grecian Army wants you in their Tents : 0 
You conquer all, conquer your Paſſion too; 80 
Or elſe with Hector, you will Greece undo. 

Take Arms (£acides) but firſt take me, 

Your juſter Rage let routed Trojan: ſee. 

For me begun, for me your Anger end; 

The Fault I caus'd, let me have Pow'r to mend, 
1n this to me you may with Honour yield, 

Rul' d by his Wife, Oenides took the Field. 

His Mother's facred Curſes him diſarm'd, 

But by his Wife's more pow*rful Spells uacharm'd, 
His Armour once put off, he buckles on, 

And fights and conquers for his Calidon : 


But you that Title, and my Pow'r deny: 

Title, and Pow'r, and all ambitious Strife 

Of being call'd your Miſtreſs, or your Wife, 

I quietly lay down; bur 1 muſt have 

This Claim allow'd, to be your faithful Slave; 


1 
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1 by thoſe dread, ill-cover'd Aſhes ſwear, 

(alas their Tomb Lyrneſian Ruins are) 

of my dead Spouſe, and by each ſacred Ghoſt 
Of my three Brothers honourably loſt, 
Who for, and with their Country bravely fell; 

By all that's awful both in 'Heay'n,-and Hell: 
And laſt of all by thine own Head, and mine, 
hom Love, tho' parted now, did. ſometimes join, 
That I preſerve my Faith entire and chaſte, * 
That I no foreign Love; or Pleaſure taſte : 
rhat no Aſperſion can” my Honour touch; 

0! that Achilles too could ſay as much! 

dome think he mourns for me z But others ſay, 

In Loves foft-Joys he melts his Hours away; 

That ſome new Miſtreſs with Circean Charms 
Has lockt him up in her laſcivious Arms, 

And ſo transform'd from what he was before, 
That he will fight for Greece or me no more. 

The Trumpet now to the ſoft Lute muſt yield: 
To Midnight Revels, Marches in the Field. 

He whom of late Greece, as her Mars, adord; - 
He, on whoſe maſſie Spear, and glitt' ring Sword | 
The Fates, and Death did wait, that mighty Maa 
Now wields a Busk, and brandiſhes a Fan. | 
wert it Heay*n! can he be only braye 

ro waſte my Country, not his own to ſaye? 

ad when his Atms my Family mow'd down, 

oft he his Sting, and ſo became « Drone? 
h' cure theſe Fears z and let me have the Pride 


0 ſee your Jaw lin fixt in Hefer's Side, 
3 


0 
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-©! that the Grecians would ſend me to try, 

If 1 could make your ſtubborn Heart comply: 

Few Words 'd uſe, all ſhould be Sighs, and Teay, 
And Locks, and Kiſſes, mixt with Hopes and Fears : 

My Love like Light'ning thro* my Eyes ſhould fy, 
' And thaw the Ice, which round your Heart does lye 

4 sometimes my Arms about your Neck I'd throw; 

4 | And then imbrace your Knees, and humbly boy; 

| There is more Eloquence in Tears, and Kiſſes, 
Than in the ſmooth Harangues of ly Ut: 
4 That noiſie Rhetorick of a twanging Tongue, 
þ Serves but to lug the heavy Crowd along: 
But Souls with Souls ſpeak only by the Eye, 
5 8 And at thoſe Windows one another ſpy: 

ö 8 Thus, than your Mother Sea rais'd with the Wind 
= More fiexce, I would compoſe-your ſtormy Mind; 
= And my Love ſhining on my Tears that flow, 
Should make à Kain-Bow, and fair Weather ſhow, 

So dreams my Love. Ah! come, that I may try, 

If I can turn my Dream to Prophecy. 

So may your Pyrrbus live to equalize 

His Grandfire's Years, his Father's Victories. 
Let me no longer pin'd in Abſence lye ; 
-RKather than live without you, let me die: 
My Heart's already cold, and. Death does {pread 
His livid Paleneſs oer my lively Red. 
My Life hangs only on the ſlender Hope, 
That your reviving Love your Rage will ſtop, 
AI that ſuou'd fail, let me not linger on, 


But let that Sword (to mine, ah! too well-known 
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Vie to my Brothers, and my Husband ſend ; 

your Hand began, your Hand the Work muſt end, 
But why ſuch Cruelty? come then, and ſave 
Afflicted Greece, and me your humble Slave. 

How much more decently might you imploy 

four ill-ſpent Rage againſt Neptunian Trey! 

Then furl your Sails, once more your Anchors caſt ; 
Leave not your Country, nor your Honour blaft. 
zut go or ſtay ; with you 1 ought to move, 

Made yours by Right of War, and Right of Love, 


.Curſt be the Day that you the Town compell'd. 


And 7wne's Hate, and tat d a Godlike Name. 


Dej Janira to Hercules 


; IF ur. O L DNR ON 


"The ARG UMEN r. 
Dejanira having heard that Hercules was fal 
in Love with lole, Daughter of the King 
Oechalia, whom he bad lately Vanquiſh'd aw 
agar and at the ſame time that he was chin 

2292 Shirt ſhe had ſent him to recov 
as ſhe had been told it wen d, his le Affedtin 
between 7 ie and Rage for the firſt, 
Grief and Deſpair for the latter, writes him i 
following Epiſite, \ 
N your late Triumphs 1 rejoice, and ſhare 


Your new. Renown, Occhalia's finiſh'd War. 
But ſhould the Victor to the Vanquiſh'd yield, 


Thro? Greece the Rumour flies, nor faſter Fame 
.Prcoclaims your Conqueſt,than ſhe ſpreads yourShamt 
By your vile Bonds your former Life's defil'd, 
And all the Luſtre of your Labours ſoil'd: 

Thoſe Labours you with matchleſs Might o'ercar 
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But to young Jas baſe Toke you bow; 

Euriſthæui now is pleas' d, and June now. 

Nor will your Step- Mother be griev'd to hear, 
The Blot indelible your Fame will bear. 

When Jove, your Mother for your Birth enjoy'd;, 
The God, too little One; three Nights employ' d. 
But who'll believe the Tale? for ſuch a Son 
Might, ſurely, have been well conceiv'd in One. 
Juno ne ex hurted you as Venus has, 

She rais'd you when ſnhe putpos'd to depreſs, 

But Venus on your Neck her Foot has plac'd, 

And ne'er was Hero more by Love diſgrac'd. 

From you, the World deliver'd, holds her Peace, 
By you the Land's ſecure, and ſafe the Seas. 

Both Houſes of the Sun your Merit know, 

And Heav'n does more to you than Arlas, owe. 
Your Strength did once the finking Stars ſuſtain, 


and fave thoſe Orbs, where you at laſt ſhall reign, 


Without you, he on whom the Burthen lyes 
Had falPn, and unſupported left the Skies, 
What have you done? but all your Glory ſtain'd, 
And loſt the Praiſe you with ſuch Peril gain'd. 
Tel} me no more what Deeds you once could do, 
Nor boaſt you in the Cradle Serpents flew. 
Two horrid Snakes that then to Death you wrung, 
And proy'd the Blood divine of which you ſprung. 
The Man belies the God, your Infant Name 
Is now forgotten, and your ripet Fame. 
He, who the Son of Steneleus ſubdu'd, 
And tam'd the felleſt Monſters of the Wood, 

13 Who- 
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Who long did Jane's Hate undaunted prove, 

He, to whom all things yielded, yields to Love. 
What then? the Thund' rer was your Site, tis ſaid, 
And highly 1 am honour'd by your Bed. 

But as the Plough an equal Yoke requires, 

So Hymen's Torch ſhould burn with equal Fires. 
And higher if my Husband's in Degree, 

What do 1 gain? his Greatneſs leſſens me. 

The worſe in this, a Wife thus wedded fares, 
And not an Honour, but a Burthen bears, 
Tho' the Name flatters, and the Brightneſs glares 
She that weds well, will wiſely -match her Love, 
Nor be below her Husband, nor above. 

My Lord ſo ſeldom in my Houle I ſee, 

A Stranger I ſhould know as ſoon as he. 

To War with dreadful Monſters he delights, 
And with the Fierceſt of the Foreſt fights, 
While I a Widow's Life in Wedlock lead, 

And mourn with fruitleſs Tears my injur'd Bed, 
Oft my chaſt Vows for him to Heav'n I pay, 
The Dangers to avert, my Fears diſplay. 

That ever you with Conqueſt may be crown'd, 
For your Defeat is mine, and mine your Wound. 
My Fancy ftill preſents you to my Mind, 

Amid your Foes of eyv*ry Savage kind. 

The Dragon's forky Tongue methinks I view, 
And the Boar's Tusk, and Lion's Claw in you. 
The worrying Dogs with freezing Blood 1 ſee, 
Aud intercept the Death, and bleed for thee. 
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u omens from my Naughter'd victims riſe, 
Xo Flames of 6d*rons Incenſe upward flies, 
zut the choak'd Fire; as ſoon as kindled, dies. 
Foreboding: Dreams my anxious Soul affright,- 
And mine ate all the Horrors of the Night. 
Much 1 enquire; impatient of your Fate, . 
What None, or but with doubrful Truſt, relate. 
] hope, I fear, and with alternate Pain 
At once for thee the double Care ſuſtain. 
four Mother abfent feels the ſame Alarms, 
Repents the Fortune of her envy'd Charms, 
That e' et they pleagd'a God, and bleſt his Arms. 
Me, all as a forfaken Widow ſhun, 
Not is Amphytrion here, nor is your Son. 
No War but with Buryſt heus now you wage, 
The Miniſter of Funo's reſtleſs Rage. 
Tour Dangers and your Toils ſhe ſtill renews, 
Still your dear Life with cruel Hate purſues. 
Hof your Foreign Loves I ſhould complain, 
You'd laugh at my Laments, and mock my Paitt-. 
Each Maid you meet to your Embrace you take, 
And each that you enjoy a Mother make. 
Shall I Parthenian Auges Rape relate, 
Or what by Force was Aſtydamia s Fate? 
Tou'll never bluſk-to hear your broken Vows, 
Nor think you ert'd in wronging Theutra's Houſe, 
Where fifty Siſters in one Night you knew; 
But what are fifty ruin'd Nymphs to you? 
Another ſuch Offence I've lately known, 
And Lamyws by your Luft is made my Son; 
| I 4 His 
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His Stepdame 1, and oer the Libyan Plains - 
My Rival, his abandon'd Mother, reigns. 
And where thro* flowry Vales Moander glides - 
With winding Waves, and turns with refluent Tides, 
Has Hercules been ſeen in ſhameful Guile, 

III ſuiting him, whoſe Shoulders bore the Skies; 
With Bracelets deck'd, and other Female geer, 
Which wanton Damſels at their Revels wear, 
Bright Chains of Gold around thoſe Arms they view, 
Which in Nemean Woods the Lion flew. 

Whoſe Skin, a glorious Robe, he ently wore, 
And on his Back the dreadful Trophy bore. 

See his rude Locks with gaudy Ribbans bound, 
And purple Veſts his manly Limbs ſurround: 

Such as the ſoft Maenian Virgins wear, 

To catch in Silken Folds the flowing Air. 

Now Horror in your Mind his Image breeds, 
Who fed with human Fleſh his pamper' d Steeds. 
His Conqu'ror had Bufiris thus beheld, 

He'd doubt his Fall, and ftill diſpute the Field. 
Theſe Toys, Anten: from your Neck would tear, 
Aſham'd his Victor ſhould ſuch Trinklets wear. 
'Tis ſaid, you with Ienian Girls are ſeen, 

In baſe Attendance on their haughty Queen. 

That Baskets in your Hands like them you bear, 
And the vain Menace of your Miſtteſs fear. 

For ſhame ; were thoſe victorious Hands deſign'd 
For Women's Service ? or to free Mankind ? 

How, think you, to the wond'ring World *twill ſound, 
That at Command you turn the Spindle round ? 


Your 
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Your Work!s ſet out, your Miſtreſs you muſt pleaſe,- 
And your, Toils/ dwindle to ſuch Tasks as theſe, 

But your rough Fingers break the ſlender Thread, .. 
And from, the Fair a Drubbing oft you dread. 

Now at her Feet, methinks, 1 ſce you lye, 

While che looks from you with an angry Eye. 

To plead for Pity, you your Error own, 

And brag, in your Excuſe, what Deeds you've done, 
How, when a Child, two. Serpents you o*ercame, 
And then the Erymanthian Boar did tame. 

The Heads that were on Thracian Gates affix'd, - 
And what to them you did, you vaunt of next. 
Of Diemedes, and his Mares, you boaft, . 

0f£,your fam d Canqueſts to th? iberian Coaſt, . 

Of Gerion's Herd, and Cerberus, you tell, 

And the dread Wonders you perform'd in Hell; 
How, thrice they both reviv'd, and thrice they fell. 
How the huge Giant, by a fierce Embrace 

You grip'd to Death, and kill'd with a Careſs;.. 
How the ſwift Horſes that out-flew-the Wind 
By you were left in Race, and lag'd behind. 
You put em on Theſſalian Hills to flight, 

Nor you their Speed, nor double Forms affcight;.. 
But ill by you are ſuch high Things expreſt, 

A Suppliant, like Sidenian Harlots dreſt. 

rour Tongue might by your Figure well be ty'd,. 
And you, for ſhame, the Tale you tell her hide, 
Nor can all this alone preſerve her Smiles, 


She wears your Arms, and Triumphs with your Spoilss.. 
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G60, boaſt your glorious Acts, while all that (ce 
Your differing Garbs will gueſs you both to be, 
Thou the ſoft Harlot, and the Hero the. 

As greater you than all your Conqueſts are, 
The leſs you to your Conqu”rer can compare; 
And as you can't your lewd Defires ſubdue, 
The mightier ſhe, who maſters them and you, 
To her the Glory of your Deeds redounds, 
And Fame her Pow'r with your Diſgrace reſounds, 
The victor's Praiſe, the Laurel Wreath, reſign, 
Thoſe Songs and Trophies are no longer thine, 
She Heirs them all, eternal Shame to ſee 
That Skin on her, which ſuited none but thee, 


And the rude Robe that thou with Pride haſt worn 


Her feeble Limbs enfold, and fink to Scorn. 
Theſe Spoils, miſtaken Man, are not her Aim, 
Thy Self's her Triumph, and her Spoils thy Fame, 
By her the Merit of thy Might's ſuppreſt, 

Her Conqueſt was thy ſelf, and thine, a Beaſt, 
She leaves the laden Reel, and learns the Uſe 
Of Arrows poifon'd with Lernaan Juice. 

She, who can ſcarce the flying Wheel command, 
And turn the Spindle with her trembling Hand, 
Now teaches it the maſſy Club to wield, 

Which tam'd the fiereeſt Monſters of the Field. 
This with Delight the in her Mitror views, 
Fights o'er thy Fights, and all thy Foes ſubdues, 
Haply Report, tho” loud it ſpeaks, may ert; 

Yet tell of others Truth, if not of het, 


. 


DEJANXIRA #0 HERCULES. 1 


1 ſee of others what of her 1 hear, 

And that my Rage provokes, as this my Fear. 
AForcign Wanton's to the City brought, 

And to be falſe, with thee's no more a Fault, 
No more ſollicitous thy Shame to hide, 

As if to publiſh it thou took'R a Pride, 
As if to Triumph here thou ſent'ſt the Slave, 
To ſhew thy Folly, and my Fury brave. 
Unbidden ; is the like a Suppliant ſeen, 

With Hair neglected, and an humble Mien? 
She ſtrives not to conceal her Captive State, 
And ill her Front erect becomes her Fate. 

In Gold the ſhines, her gay Attire's the fame 
ks when you deign to act the Phrygian Dame. 
Who can believe, ſo high ſhe holds her Head, 


That you're a Conqu' ror, or her Father dead? 


Theſe weeping Eyes your perjur'd Vows can proves 
And her bold Pride confirms my lighted Love. 
Ferhaps you'll drive me from your Bed and Houſe, 
And of a Miſtreſs make the Slave your Spouſe, 

A noble Match *twill be, fhould Hymes join - / 

Her Infamy in equal Bonds with thine, 

The God muſt, ſure, to light his Torch be glad” 
The Wife a Captive, and the Husband mad; 

I cannot bear the Thought, it turns my Brains, 
Strikes to my Heart, and freezes all my Veins. - 


With double Conqueſt to your Arms I came, 
Aud crown'd not more your Paſſion than your Fame. 


Me once you loy'd, and guiltleſs was fans, 
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Shorn of his Horns Achelews hides his Head, 
And yanquiſh'd plunges in his flimy Bed. 
Neſſus from thee receives the deadly Wound, 
And falling foams with Rage, and bites the Ground. 
From the Man-Beafſt a-purple Deluge flow'd, 
And tain'd Evens: with his ſtreaming Blood. 
Why do L write theſe yain Complaints to thee, 
Ev'n now I hear thou dy'ſt, and dy'ſt by me? 
Mine was the poiſon'd Robe my Husband wears, 
Whoſe hidden Fire his cracking Sinews tears. 
What have 1 done? What Frenzy had poſſeſt 
My Mind, and more than Love enflam'd my Breaſt} 
Lifeleſs my Lord on Os Top may lye, 
And yet, ah Wretch ! doſt doubt if thou ſhould'R die! 
Wilt thou thy Guilt, and him, alas! ſurvive? 
His Widow wilt thou, and his Murd'rer, live? 
No, ne er will 1 appear ſo fond of Life, | 
Or ſhew I ill deſery'd to be his Wife. 
What Meleager's Siſter ought I'Il do, 
And both their Steps with dauntleſs Soul purſue, 
Nor Siſter will they then, nor Wife deny, 
And yet, ah Wretch ! doſt doubt if thou mould'ſt dic? 
Unhappy Houſe, to ſudden Ruin doom'd, 
To Exile ſome are ſent, and ſome entomb'd. 
Agrizs uſurps my Royal Father's Throne, 
And old Oenews mourns à baniſh'd Son. 
Here in devouring Flames another fries, 
And my dear Mother there Self- murder'd lyes, 
None now of all their Race is left, but 1, 
And yet, ah Wretch ! doſt doubt if thou ſhould'ſt die 


By 
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zy all that ever to my Soul was dear, 

By Hymen's ſaered Rites and Joys, 1 ſwear, 

No Miſchief was to thee, believe me, meant; 

1 knew no Poiſon when the Shirt 1 ſeat. 

From Weakneſs only, not Deſign, it came, 

In hopes to light afreſh thy languid Flame. 

When Neſs fell, the fraudful Villain (wore 

A wondrous Charm was in his flowing Gore, 

That *twould to evy*ry-thing it touch'd impart 

A Virtue, to reclaim a wand'ring Heart: < 

On thine I thought its latent Pow'r to prove, 

And not in Malice dipt the Robe, but Love. 

A latent Pow'r it had, ah curſt Deceit! 

That Pow'r was Poiſon, and the Charm was Fate. 
On whom didſt thou its fatal Magick try? 

And yet, ah Wretch © doſt doubt if thou thou'dſt died. 
Adicu, my Father, Conntry, Friends; Adieu 
The Light that with theſe dying Eyes 1 view: 
1 fly, my Hercules! to thee Lifly z | 
Life ebbs apace, and I with Pleaſure die, 
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Deianira to Hercules. 


By. another Hand. 


| The AK GUM ENT. 
Deianira having heard that Hercules was fallen 
in Love with Iole a Captive; and at the ſame 
time that he was dying by a-poiſowd Shirt ſhe 
had preſented him with, and had been told wou 
recover a loſs Affection; betwiæt Diſdain and 
Anger for the firſt, and Grief and Deſpair for 
the latter, ſhe writes the following Lines to ber 
Husband. | 


pleas'd with the Succeſs your Valour gave, 
But grieve the Victor is his Captive's Slave. 
This unexpected News ſoon flew to me, 
And with your former Life does ill agree... 
Continual Actions, nor yet Fune's Hate, 
Ne'er hurt whom Ie dees Captivate : 
Euryſtheus this, this did Fove's Wife defign, 
Laugh at your Weakneſs, and theſe Tears of mine; 
But Jupiter hop*d better Things, when he, 
To make this Hero, made one Night of three. 
Venus has hurt you more by her ſoft Charms, 
Than angry June that Imploys your Arms ; 


5 


31e 


r a «© = 


0 
10 
* 
4 
2 
* 
er 


e; 


DzIAx IRA HercULEs, 183 


e by depteſſing you, rais'd you the more, 

The other teeads on you, whom you adore. | 
Iouꝰ ve freed the World from Troublers of Mankind; 
All things ſubmit to your Heroick Mind: ; 
You make the Seas ſecure, the Earth have reſt, 
Your mighty Name filts both the Eaſt and weſt. 
Heav'n, that muſt bear you, you did beat before, 
When weary nl, did your Aid implore. 

Yet for all this, the greater is your Shame, 

If with mean Acts you ſtain your glorious Name; 
You kill'd tuo Serpents with your Infant Hand, 
Which then deſerw'd Fove's Scepter to command, 
jour laſt Deeds differ from your firſt Succeſs, 

The Infant makes the Man appeat the leſs. 

No ſavage Beaſts, nor fierxcer Enemies, 

cou d conquer him whom Love does now ſurprize, 
Some think my Marriage a great Happineſs, 

Being Fove”'s Daughter, Wife of Hercules 

But as Extreams do very ilk agree, 

The Greatneſs of my Husband leſſens me; 

This ſeeming; Honour gives a mortal Wound: 
Amongſt our Equals Happineſs is found : 

At Home in quiet they their Lives enjoy; 
Tumults, and Wars, do all his Hours imploy: 
This Abſence makes me ſo unfortunate, 

1 buy your Glory at too dear a-Rate. 

I weary Heav'n with Vows and Sacrifice, 

Leaft you ſhould fall by Beaſts, or Enemies, 

When you affault a Lion, or wild Boar, 


Lou hazard much, but Rill I hazard more. 


84 Ovid); ErisrLes: : 
Strange Dreams and Viſions ſet before mine — 
The Dangers that attend your Victories. 
Unhappy I to vain Reports give Ear, 
Then vainly hope, and then as vainly fear. 
Your abſent Mother bluſhes ſhe pleas' d Fove, 
Amphytrio's abſent, and the Son you love. 
1 ſee Earyſtheut has conttiv'd your Fate, 
And will make uſe of Fune's reſtleſs Hate. 
This I could bear, did you love none but me, 
But you are Amorous of all you ſee; | | 
— Yet Omphale does now inrage me more, 
Than all the Beauties you admir'd before. 
Meandey's Streams have ſeen thoſe Shoulders wear 
Rich Chains, that Heav'n as a ſmall Weight did bear, 
But were you not aſhamed to behold -— 
Thoſe Arms weight d down with Jewels, and with Gold, 
That made the fierce Nemean Lion die, 
And wore his Skin to ſhew the Victory? 
When like a Woman you did dreſs your Hair, 
Lawrel had been for you a fitter wear. 
As wanton Maids, you thought it was no Shame 
To wear a Saſh, to pleaſe your haughty Dame, 
Fierce Diomedes was not in your Mind, 

That fed his bloody Horſes with. Mankind; 
Did but Buſiris ſee this ſtrange Diſguile, 
The Conquer d wou'd the Conqueror deſpiſe, 
Anteus wou'd retrieve his Captive State, 
And ſcorn a Victor ſo effeminate. 
Among the Grecian Virgins you fit down, , 
Aud ſpin, and tremble at a Woman's Freun. 
X. 
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4 Diſtaff, not @ Scepter fills that Hand, | 
That Conquer'd& all things, and did all Command; * 
Then in her Preſence you do trembling ſt and, 

And fear a Blow as Death, from her. fair Hand; 

And to tegain her Fayour, you reveal * 

Thoſe glorious Actions you ſhou'd then conceal. 

How you that ſtrange and fruitful Serpent flew, 

That by his Wounds more fierce and ftronger grew, 

How when you fought, you never loſt the Field, 

But made great Kings and cruel Monſters yield. 

And can you boaſt or think of Things ſo great, 

Now you wear Silks, and are with Jewels ſet? 

Theſe Actions and that Garb do diſagree, 

1. So ſoft a. Dreſs does give your Tongue the Lie. 
Your Miſtreſs too puts on your conqu*ring Arms, 

dp And makes you ſtoop to her more pow'rful Charms, 

She wears your Robes. to ſhew her Victory, 

And is, what you once thought your ſelf to be. 

Your glorious Conqueſt, and illuſtrious Fame, 

Give her Renown, but you eternal Shame. 

All is to her, by whom you're conquer'd, due; 

Go now and brag of what remains to you. 

It not a Shame that her ſoft Arms ſhould bear 

The Lion's rugged Skin you once did wear? 

The Spoils are not the Lion's but your own, 

The Beaſt you Conquer'd, you ſhe overcome, 

She takes your Club into her feeble Hand, 

And in her Glaſs ſhe learns how to command, 

All this I heard: yet 1 cou'd not believe 


The ſad Report, which cauſes me to grieve. 
. n | Tout 
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_ Your Ile is brought before my Face, 9 
I muſt be Witneſs of my own Diſgrace. . 
Whilſt I refleft on my unkappy Fate, 

She makes her Entry in the Town in State. 
Not as a Captive with her Hair unbound, 

Nor her dejected Eyes fixt on the Ground ;. 
But cover'd o'er with Jewels and with Gold, 
As Phyygia once did Hercules behold : 

And ſalutes all with as much Majeſty, 

As if her Father had the Victory.. - © 
Perhaps to leave me is deſign'd by you, 

True to your Miſtreſs, to your Wife untrue; 
You'll be divorc'd from me, and marry her, 
The Conquer'd maſt obey the Conqueror. 
This Fear torments me more than all the reft, 
Aud as a Dagger, wounds my troubled-Breaft.. 
1 knew the time when you did love me more, 
Than any ſhe whom you do now adore.  - 
But oh! as I am writing, the News flies, 

That by a poiſon'd Shirt my Husband dies. 
What have 1 done, whither has Love droye me? 
Is Love the Author of ſuch Cruelty ? 

Shall my dear Herculei endure this Pain, 

And I, th* unhappy Cauſe, alive remain ? 

My Title to him, by my Death 1'11 prove, 

And ſurely Death's an Argument of Love. 
Meleager will a Siſter find in me: 

Shall Deianira be afraid to die? 

Vnhappy Houſe! Uſurpers fill the Throne, 
Whilſt the true Sov'raigu is eſteem'd by none, 


One 
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One Brother waſtes his Life in foreign Lands, 

The other periſh'd by his Mother's Hands, 
Who on her ſelf reveng'd the Crime : Then why - 
Should Deianira be afraid to die? 

Only this Thing I beg with my laſt Breath, 

Not to believe that 1 deſign'd your Death. 

As ſoon as you ſtruck Neſſus with your Patt, g 
His Blood, he ſaid, would Charm a ſtraying Heart, 

In it 1 dip the Shirt, twas but to try: NF 
O Deianira make, make haſte to die: f | 1 
Adieu my Father, Siſter too adieu! A 
Adieu my Country, and my Brother too! 14 
Farewel this Light, the laſt that 1 ſhall ſee, | 
Hyllus faxewel, my Dear I come to thee, 
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Acorus ts Cypiere. 
L/ By Mr. R. DUKE: 


| The AAGUMENT. 


Acontius. in the Temple of Diana at. Delos, (fa. 
mous for the Rifort of the moſt Beantiſul Virgins 
of all Greece) fell in Love with Cydippe, 4 
Lady of Quality much above his own ; not da- 

ring therefore to Court her openly, he found this 
Device to obtain her: He writes upon the faireſt 
Apple that could be procur d a conple of Verſes to 
this Fl. 1 


„I ſwear by Chaſte Diana, I will be 
« In Sacred Wedlock ever join'd to thee. 


and throws it at the Feet of the Tung Lad) 
She en not the Deceit takes it up and 
reads it, and therein promiſes. her ſelf in Marri- 
age to Acontius; there being 4 Law there in 
force, that whatever any Perſon ſhould Swear m 
the Temple of Diana of Delos, ſhould ſtand good, 
and be mviolably obſeryd, But her Father not 
knowing what had paſt, and having not long 
after promiſed her to another, juſ as the Solem- 
nities of Marriage were to be perform d, ſhe wa 

taken 
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4 fs» np, 
Acon 1 0 . 
of 


from Diana, as 4 Puniſhment of the Breac 

the Vow made in her Preſence. 7 
the rel of the Arguments, which on ſuch an Oc- 
caſion wou d occur to 4 Lover, is the * of 


the following, Epiſtle. 


Ead boldly this; here you ſhall Great no more, 
Tor that's enough which vou have ſworn before. 

Read it; ſo may. that violent Diſeaſe, 
Which thy dear Body, but my Soul doth ſeiſe, 
Forget its. too long practis d Cruelty, 
And Health to you reſtore, and you to me. 
Why do you bluſh ? for bluſh-you,do,c1 fear, 
As when, you firſt did in the Temple ſwear: 
Truth to your plighted Faith is all I claim; 
And Truth can neyet be the Cauſe of Shame. 
Shame lives with Guilt, but you your Virtue prove 
In fay*ring mine, for mine's a Husband's Love. 
Ah! to your (elf thoſe binding Words repeat 
That once your wiſhing Eyes ev'n long' d to meet, 
When th' Apple brought *em dancing to your Feet. 
There you will find the ſolemn Vow you made, 
Which, if your Health, or mine, can ought perſuade, 
You to perform ſhould rather mindful be, 
Than great Diana to revenge on thee. 
My Feats for you increaſe with my Deſire, 
And Hope blows that . e Fire, 
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For Hope you gave ; nor can you this deny, 
For the great Goddeſs of the Fane was by; 

She was, and heard, and from her hallow'd Shrine 
A ſudden kind auſpicious Light did ſhine; 

Her Statue ſeem' d to nod its awful Head, 

And give its glad Conſent to what you ſaid. 
Now, if you pleaſe, accuſe my proſptous Cheat, 
Yet till confeſs *rwas Love that taught me it. 

In that Deceit what did 1 elſe deſign, 

But with your own Canſent to make you mine? 
What you my Crime, 1 call my Innocence, 

Since Loving you has been my ſole Offence, 

Nor Nature gave me, nor has Practice taught 
The Nets with which young Virgins Hearts are caught, 
You my Accuſer taught me to deceive, 

And Love, with you, did his Aſſiſtance give; 
For Love ſtood by, and ſmiling bad me write 
The cunning Words he did himſelf indite: 
Again, you ſee 1 write by his Command, 

He guides my Pen, and rules my willing Hand ; 
Again ſuch kind, fuch loving Words I ſend, 

As makes me fear that 1 again offend, 

Yet if my Love's my Crime, 1 muſt confeſs 

Great is my Guilt, but never ſhall be leſs: - 

Oh that I thus might ever guilty prove, 

In finding out new Paths to reach thy Love, 

A thouſand Ways to that ſteep Mountain lead, 
Tho? hard to find, and difficult to tread. 

All theſe will 1 find out, and break through all, 
Tor which, my Flames compar'd, the Danger's ſmall. 

The 
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The Gods alone know what the End will bez 
Yet if we Mortals any thing foreſee, 
One way or other you muſt yield to me. > 
If all my Arts ſhould fail, to Arms V11 fly, 
And ſnatch by Force what you my Pray*rs deny: 
L all thoſe Heroes mighty Acts applaud, 
Who firſt have led me this illuſtrious Road, 
too but hold, Death the Reward will be; 
Death be it then---- 
For to loſe you is more than Death to me, 
Were you leſs Fair, I'd uſe the vulgar Way 
Of tedious Courtſhip, and of dull Delay: 
But thy bright Form kindles more eager Fires, 
And ſomething wond”rous, as it ſelf, Inſpires; 
Thoſe Eyes that all the Heay'nly Lights out-ſkine, 
(Which Oh! may'ſt thou behold, and love in mine) 
Thoſe ſnowy Arms, which on my Neck ſhould fall, 
If you the Vows you made, regard at all; 
That modeſt Sweetneſs, and becoming Grace, 
That paints with living Red your bluſhing Face; 
Thoſe Feet, with which they only can compare 

That through the Silver Flood bright Thetis beat; 
Do all-conſpire my Madneſs to excite, 
With all the reſt that is deny'd to Sight. 
Which could I praiſe alike, I then were bleſt, 
And all the Storms of my vex'd Soul at reft, 
No wonder then if with ſuch Beauty fir'd, 
I of your Love the ſacred Pledge defir'd. 
Rage now, and be as. angry as you will, 
Your very Frowns all other Smiles excel; 

Bue 
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But give me leave that Anger to appeaſe 

By my Submiſſion, that my Love did raiſe. 
Jour Pardon proſtrate at your Feet I'll crave, 
The humble Poſture of your guilty Slave. 
With falling Tears your fiery Rage Pll cool, 
And lay the riſing Tempeſt of your Soul. 

Why in my Abſence are you thus ſevere? 
Summon'd at your Tribunal to appear, 

For all my Crimes, Pd gladly ſuffer there, 
With Pride whatever you infli& receive, 

And loye the Wounds thoſe Hands youchſafe to give, 
Your Fetters too - But they alas are vain, 

For Love has bound me, and 1 hug my Chain, 
Your hardeſt Laws with Patience I'll obey, 
»Till you your ſelf at laſt relent, and ſay, 
When all'my SufPrings you with Pity ſee, 

He that can love ſo well, is worthy me. 

But if all this ſhould unſucceſsful prove, 

Diana claims for me your promis'd Love. 

© may my Fears be falſe! yet ſhe delights 

In juſt Revenge of her abuſed Rites, | 

I dread to hide, what yet to ſpeak 1 dread, 
Leſt you ſhould think that for my ſelf 1 plead, 
Yet out it muſt,---"Tis this, *Tis ſurely this, 
That is the Fuel to your hot Diſeaſe; 
When waiting Hymen at your Porch attends, 
Her fatal Meſſenger the Goddeſs ſends. 

And when you would to his kind Call conſent, 


This Fever does your Perjury prevent. 
Forbeat, 
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Forbear, forbeat thus to provoke her Rage, 
Which you ſo eaſily may yet aſſvage. 

Forbeaz to make that lovely charming Face, 

The Prey to ev'ry envious Diſeaſe : 

Preſerve thoſe Looks to be enjoy d by me, 
Which none ſhou'd ever but with Wonder ſee: 
Let that freſh Colour to your Cheeks return, 
Whoſe blooming Flame did all Beholders burn, 
But let on him, th* unhappy Cauſe of all 

The IIls that from Diana's Anger fall, 

No greater Torments light, than thoſe I feel, 
When you my deareſt, tend'reſt Part ate ill. 

For oh! with what dire Tortures am I rackt,' 
Whom diff rent Griefs ſucceſſively diſtra& ! 
Somerimes my Grief from this does higher grow, 
To think that I have caus'd ſo much to you. 
Then great Dians's Witneſs, how I pray, 
That all our Crimes on me alone the'd lay: 
Sometimes to your lov'd Doors diſguis?d I come, 
And all around *em up and down I roam. 

Till I your Woman coming from you lpy, 

With Looks dejected, and a weeping Eye. | 
Witte ſilent Steps, like ſome ſad Ghoſt I ſteal 
Cloſe up to her, and urge her to reveal 8 
More than new Queſtions ſuffer her to tell: 

How you had ſtept, what Diet you had n&'d? 

And oft the vain Phyſician's Art accus'd. 
He ey'ry Hour (Oh, were I bleſt as he!) 
Does all the rurns of your Diſtemper ſees 
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"Why fit, not 1 by, your Bed. ide. all Day, 4 
My mournful Head in your warm Boſom lay, 1 
Till with my Tears the inward Fires decay 2. — 
Why preſs not I your melting Hand in mine, A 
And from, your Pulſe of my own, Health divine! 4 


But oh!! theſe Wiſhes all are vain; and he mg 
"Whom, moſt. 1 fear, may now ſit cloſe by thee, 
Forgetful as thou att of Heay'n and me. 
He that low d Hand does prefs, and oft does feigu 
Some new Excuſe to feel thy beating Vein. 
Then his bold Hand up to your Arm does flide, 
And in your panting Breaft it ſelf does hide; 
Kiſſes ſometimes he ſnatches too from thee, 
For his officious Care too great a Fee. 
.Rgbbex, who gave thee Leaye to taſte that. Lip, 
And the ripe Hazveſt, of my Kiſſes reap? 
For they ate mine, ſo is that Boſom too, 
Which, falſe as tig, ſhgll never harbour you. 
Take, take away thoſe thy Aduit'rous Hands, 
For know, angthex Lord that Breaſt.commands, 
"Tis true, hex, Father, piomis' d het to theg, 
But Heav'n and the firſt, gars her elf to me. 
And you in Juſtice thereface ſhould..decling 4.4 
Your Claim to that which is already. mige. 
This is the Man, Opec, that excites... 
Diana's. Rage, to vindicate her Kites, 
Command him then not to approach thy Door, 
This done, the Danger of your Death is o'cr. 


For fear not, beuten Maid, but keep by you, 
Which great Diana heard, and did allow. 


And 
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And ſhe who tek it will thy Health reſtore, 
And be propitious as ſhe was before; 

«Tis nat the Steam of a ſlain Heifet's Blood, 
« That can ally the Anger of a God. 

«Tis Truth, and Juſtice to your Vows, bend 
«< Their angry Deities, and without theſe: * 
« No ſlaughter d eaſt their Fury can divert 

« For that's 4 Sactifice without a Heart. 

Some, bitter Potions patiently endure; 

And kiſs the wounding Launce that works 

Jou have no nted theſe eruel Cures to feel, 

Shun being perjur'd only, and be well. 

Why let you ſtill your pious Parents weep, 

Whom you in Ign*rance of your Promiſe keep? 
Oh! to your Mother all our Story tell, 

And the whole Progreſs of our Love reveal; 

Tell her how firſt at great Diana's Shrine 

fixt my Eyes, my wond' ting Eyes, on thine, 

How like the Statues there I ſtood amaz d, 

Whilſt on thy Face intemp*rately I gaz'd. 

She will her ſelf, when you my Tale repeat, 

Smile, and approve the amorous Deceit. 

Marry, hel] ſay, whom Hearn commends to thee, 
He who has pleas'd Diana, pleaſes me. 

But ſhould ſhe ask from what Deſcent I came, 

My Country, and my Parents, and my Name, 8 
Tell her that none of theſe deſerve my Shame. 

Had you not ſworn, you ſuch a one might chuſe 
But were he worſe, now ſworn, you can't refuſe.; 
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This in my Dreams Diana bid me write, 
And when I wak'd ſent Cupid to indite : | 
Obey em both, for one has wounded me, | 
Which Wound if you with Eyes of Pity ſee, 

She too will ſoon relent that wounded thee. 5 { 
Then to our Joys with eager Haſte we'll move, 
As full of Beauty you, as I of Love. : 

To the great Temple we'll in Triumph go, 
And with our Off*rings at the Altar bow. 

4 Golden Image there Pl} conſccrate 

of che falſe Apples innocent Deceit; 

And write below the happy Verſe, that came 

The Meſſenger of my ſucceſsful Flame; 

« Let all the World this from Acentivs know, 
« Cydippt has been faithful to her Vow, 

More I could Write; but ſince thy Illneſs reigns, 
And wricks thy tender Limbs with fharpeſt Pains, 
My Pen falls down for fear, leſt this miglit be, 
Altho*-fox. me too little, yet too much for thec, 
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Her Anſwer. to- 


ACONTIUS. 


N glent Fear I read 201659 LO {4 

Leſt L ſhou*d Swear, as I had done before! 

Nor had I read, but that 1 fear d t'engage 

By my Neglect the peeviſh'Goddeſs:Kage : 

In vain I deck her Shrine, her Rites attend, 

The partial Goddeſs ftill remains your Friend. 

A Virgin rather ſhou'd a Virgin aid; 

But where 1 ſeek Relief I am betray'd d! 

I languiſh, and the Cauſe of my Diſeaſe. . | 

As yet lyes hid, no Med*cine. gives me Eaſe. 

In how. much Pain do 1 this Letter write! 

To my weak Hand my ficklier Thoughts indite: 

What anxious Fear alas afflicts me too, 

Leſt any but my truſty Nurſe ſhow'd know! 

To gain me Time to write, the Door ſhe keeps, 

And whiſy'ring tells the Viſitants, She Sleeps, 
K 3 Worſe 
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Worſe IIIs 1 could not for your ſake ſuſtain, | 

Tho” you. had Merit equal to my E | 

- Your Love betrays, my Beauty proves my Snare; 

1 had been happy had I ſeem'd leſs Fair: 

Whilſt with your Rival you contend to raiſe 

My Beauty's Fame, I periſh by your Praiſe : 

Whilſt neither will admit the others Claim, 

The Chaſe is hinder'd, and both. miſs the Game; 

My Nuptial Day draws on, my Parents-preſs 

The Sacred Kites, my blooming Years no leſs : 

But whilſt glad Hymen at my Door attends, 

-Grim Death waits near to-force me from his Hands, 

Some call my Sickneſs Chance, and ſome pretend 
The Gods this Lett to croſs my Nuptials ſend :; 
Whilſt by ſeverer Cenſure you are gueſt, 

By Philtra's to have wrought upon my Breaſt. 

If then your Love ſuch Miſchief can create; 
What Mis“ ty is reſery*d for her you Hate! 
wWou'd 1 to Deles ne et had found the Way, 

At leaſt not found it on that fatal Day! 

When in our Port our Anchors firſt we weight'd, 
Th' unwilling Veſſel till ch” Harbour ſtay d; 

Twice did croſs Winds beat back our flagging Sails, 

Said I, croſs Winds? no, thoſe were proſp tous Gales! 

Thoſe Winds alone blewfair, chat back convey*d = 

Out Ship, and thoſe that oft our Paſſage Ray's. 

Yet I to ſee fam'd Delos am in Pain, 4 

And fondly of each hind'ring Blaſt complain, 

By Tenes He, and Mycone we ſteer' d, | 

Art. laſt fair Delos winding Clifts appear d; 


And 
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And much 1 fear left how the Fairy Shote 

$hou'd Vaniſh, as tis fuld t' have done before. 

At Night we Land; ſoon is the Day retutn'd 

My ptatted Treſſes ate with Gems àdotn'd. 

Then to attend the facred Rites we go, 

And piotls Incenfe on each Altar throw. 

My Parents there at their Devotion ſtay; 

My Nunſe and 1 through all the Temple tray: 

we view eich Court, and each freſh Wonder brings 
Pictures, and Statues, Gifts" of ancient Kings. 
But whilſt into theſe Rarities Tpry'd, 

1 ara my ſelf By fly Atehtins yt: 

Thence to ke inmöſt Temple we tertrove; 
The Place that mould a Santküuaty prove. 

Yet there 1 find the Apple with this Khlme - 


ah! me, I'd like to hate Sworn tHe ſecofd tie! 


The Name of Wedlock 1 nb (boher teal” 

But thro" my Checks u ttoublen rü was prend. 
Why dtaſt thou cheat ah unſüſpecting Maid? 

1 ſhou'd have been intteated, not betray“d: 

js then the Goddeſs bound to rike thy Part? 
And ratifie an Oath without the Heirt ? 

The Will "bHKfents, büt that Wis üäbſent thete; 

1 read indeed the Oath, But did nöt ſwear. 

Yer canhot 1 deny that 1 ſüuſpet 

Diana's Rüge this Sickneſs Uoes luflict; 

Glad Hy thrice did to our Courts repair, 
Thrice frightfed fled to find Death planted there. 
Thin Cov'rings on my Feay*riſh Limbs ate ſpread, 
My Parents mourn nie as alteady Dead, 
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What have 1 done to merit this Diſtreſs, - 
Reading but Words whoſe Fraud I cou'd not gueſs! 
Do thou, ev'n thou from whom my Suff rings ſpring, 
T appeaſe the Goddeſs Rage thine Off rings bring. 
When will thoſe Hands, that writ the fatal Khime, 
Bear Incenſe to remove my Pain, thy Crime! 

Nor think that thy rich Rival, tho* allow'd 
To viſit, is of greater Favours proud. 
By me he fits, but ſtill juſt Diſtance keeps, 
Reſtleſs as 1, talks ſeldom, often weeps: , 
Bluſhing he takes a Kiſs, and leaves a Tear, 
And once his Courage ſerv'd to cry----My Dear, 
But from his Arms ſtill by degrees I creep, 
And to prevent Diſcourſe pretend to ſleep. 
He finds, but wou'd his Senſe o'th' Flight diſguiſe, 
He checks his Tongue, but chide me with his Eyes. 
With Grief he waſtes, and 1 with Feavers pine, 
Tia we that ſuffer, but th' Offence was thine. 

You write for leave to come and ſee me here, 
' Yet know your former Viſit coſt me dear. 
Why vouldſt thou hither come, thou canſt but ſee 
The double Trophies of thy Cruelty. 
My Fleſh conſum'd, my Cheeks of Bloodleſs Hue, 
Such as I once did in thy Apple view. 
Shou'dfi ſee me now thou wou'dft repent thy Cheat, 
Nor think me worth ſuch exquiſite Deceit. 
To Delos back with greater haſte wou'dft go, 
And beg the Goddeſs to releaſe my Vow. 
On new Deſigus thy Fancy wou'dſt imploy, 
Conttive new Oaths the former to deſtroy, 
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No Means have been omitted to procure 
My Health, but ſtill my Feav'riſ Fits endure, 
We ask'd the Oracle what caus'd my Pains? 
The Oracle of broken Vows complains ! 
The Gods themſelyes on your behalf declare: 
What haſt thou done to merit this their Cart? 
But ſo it is----and I at laſt incline, : 

Since that thou art their Choice, to makother Mige 
Already to my Mother I've declar'd, | 

How by your Cunning I have been inſnar'd. 

I've done, and what I have alteady ſaid, 

I fear is more than will become a Maid. 

My Thoughts are now confus'd, and can indite - 
No more, my ſeeble Hand no more can write, 
Nor need 1 more Subſcribe, but this, Be True ! 

And (ſince it muſt be ſo) my Dear, Adien 
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Advertiſement. 


' A Ulus Sabinus flouriſbed in the Reign of Au- 
guſtus, and was contemporary with Ovid. 
He wrote a Book of Elegies to his Myſtreſs Teriſena; 
and left ſome unſini ſii d Poems of the ancient Ro- 
man Religion and Ceremonies; and alſo wrote ſe- U 
' weral Epiſtles like Ovid's, in Anſwer to ſo many of 
that excellent Poet s, viz. Hippolytus to Phedra, 
Eneas 30 Dido, er te Hypfipile, Phaon 10 
Sapho, Ulyſſes to Penelope, Demophoon zo Phyl. 
lis, and Paris to OEnone; of all which, except - 


ing ehe three laſt, the Injury of Time has depri- 
@. | 


Ms. 

The Learned He infius ſpeaking of theſe three 
Epiſtles, calls them a Treaſure; and indeed they 
expreſs ſo much of a true Poetick Genius, and main- 
ain their Characier ſo well, that it has been thought 
fit in this Edition to give em an Engliſh Verſcon, 
ſince in all the late and be Editions of Ovid's 
Works, theſe Epiſtles of Sabinus are found inſerted, 
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Uly 25 to Penelope. : 


The ARGUMENT. | 

Ulyſſes having receiv'd Penelope Epiflle, by this 
— — endeavours to clear — . 
her Thoughts, He tells her with what Fortitude 
he had gone through the various Hardſhips that 
had befall'n him; aud that having conſulted Ti- 
refias and Pallas, he was determin'd to return. 
ſuddenly to Ithicaz but (to comply with ' the O- 
racles) alone, and in Diſguiſe. And as be is 
careful to magnifie lis Love, and Fears for her, 
and ber extraordinary Conſtancy and Chaſtity : 
So he forgets not to tell her what he ſaw in Eli- 
fium, whither he went to conſult Titefias. _ 


Hance does at laſt let ſad V!y/ ſee 
The welcome Lines of his Penelope; 1 

So much thy known dear Characters did pleaſe, 
That my long Troubles found an inftant Eaſe. 
If 1 am flow, tis only to relate 
To thee my many Wounds from angry Fate. 
Well might the Grech indeed have thought me flow, 
When by feign' d Madneſs 1 delay'd to go: 


Nor 
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N. had 4 Will or Pow'r to leave thy Bed, _ 
Biit to poſſeſs thy Charms from Honour fled, 
You bid me come, and never ſtay to write ; 

But adverſe Winds detain me from your Sight. 
Troy hinders not, a Place once ſs rever'd, 

In Aſhes now, nor longer to be fear'd. 

Hecter and all het mi Men of Fame 

Are now no more, are nothing but a Name. 

By Night the Thun Monarch Roſy: ſlain, 

1 ſafely to our Camp teturn'd again: 
Leading his warlike Horſes, my juſt Spoil, 

The noble Triumph for the Victor's Toil. 
The Shrine wherein the Phrygian Safety lay, 
My fottunare Contrivance brought away. .. . 
Clos'd in that Horſe which prov'd the Bane of Tre, 
Unmov'd 1 heard cu cry----Deſtroy 
The Engine quick ; the Fo your Ruin ſeeks 2 
Burn, burn it quite, not truſt the crafty Greeks, 
To me oblig'd the great Achille; lyes 
For his laſt Kites, his Fun'tal Obſequies: 
Which Action ſo the Grecian Army watihis, 

For his recover'd. Ootps they give his Arms. 
But, what ayails! the Sea has all ingroft! 
My Ships, my Arms, and my Companions loſt ! 
Tho' all things elſe Fate's Gruelties remove, 
They have no Po to habe my conſtant Love, 
That till endures, and triumphs over all; 

Not can by Seylla, ot charibdis fall. 

To altet that the charming Siredi fail; 

Nos can the fell Antiphates prevail, 
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Kot touch'd by cire“s Arts, from her 1 fled 3. | 
Nay ſhun'd the Proffer of a. Goddeſs? Bed : 
Each promis'd, ſo ſhe might become my wife, 
To give me deathleſs Joys, and endleſs Life, 
Both I teject, and having thee in view, 
My dang” rous Travels chearfully renew. | 
Let not theſe Female Names beget new Feats, 
(alarm thy Breaſt, nor drown thine Eyes in Teats) 
What Circe, what Calyp/o cou d elfte&: 
Secure of me, all chilling Doubts neglect. 
That yon my open Soul may naked view, 
1 will confeſs that 1 have fear'd for you. 
When I was told how num tous 4 reſort 
Of eager Rivals crowded in your Court; 
All pale 1 grew, Life left my outward Part, 
Scarce the retiring Blood preſerv'd my Heart. 
zeſieg d by preſſing youthful Lovers round, 
Their Bowls with Wine;their Heads withR oſes crown d. 
My growing Doubts to wild Diſorders haſte; 
Ah! can I think ſhe till is mine, and chaſte? 
If me the wept, her Charms wou'd not be ſuch: 
Cou'd ſhe thus conquer, if ſhe ſorrow'd much ? 
Yet quickly Loye returns, when I pezceive 
How well your chaſte your pious Arts deceive 
Your haſty Suitors, and procure Delay, 
By Night undoing. what you weave by Day, 
Yet fear I, leſt ſome buſie Lover's Eyes. 
Thee at thy honeſt Artifice ſurgeiſe. 
Better by Polyphemns had I dy'd, 
Than kaow thee (acrific'd to Luſt and Pride. 
Better: 


— 


Where furious Naupſius's hotrid Arts had done 


By impious Hands his ſacred Blood is ſpill'd, 
And by a thouſand Wounds the Prince is kill'd; 
This tragick End had the great Hero's Life, 
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Better to Thracian Arms have fall'n a Prey, 
| Whilſt there as yet my wand'ring Navy lay, 
Or then have yielded finally to Fate, 

When 1 return'd ſafe from the Stygian State. 
*Twas there I ſaw, among th' immortal Dead, 
My late dear Mother's yenerable Shade, 

She told his Houſe's Troubles to her Son; | 
I griey'd ſhe thrice did my Embraces ſhun, 
There too the great Proteſilaws I met, | / 
Who ſcorning Death, firſt of the Grecian Fleet Y E 
With Hoſtile Arms the Phrygian Shores did greet, | A 
Now happy with his much prais'd Wife he roves, I: 
Featleſs of Change, through the Eliſian Groves; T 
Lamenting not he did ſo Young deſcend ; 
Pleas'd with an Early, ſince ſo Brave an End, 
I faw, alas! nor cou'd from Tears refrain, 
The noble Agamemnon newly ſlain, 
That mighty Chief, glorious and ſafe at Troy, 
Eſcaping too in the Eabean Sea, 


6 


Such IIls, for Vengeance for his guilty Son. 
But whilft, rejoycing for his ſafe Retutn, 
Atrides does his grateful Incenſe burn, 


Contriv'd and manag'd by a wretched Wife; 
Pretending Vengeance for his am' rous Crime, 

To cover her's, ſtrikes firſt and murders him. 
When 


— 


ULYSSES t PENELOPE, 209 


When Victory had bleſt the Grecian ſide, 

And we our Trojan Pris' ners did divide, 

Great Helter's Wife and Sifter I refuſe, 

And ancient Hecuba do rather chuſe; 

To her neglected Age I give my Voice, 

Leſt Love might ſeem to mingle in the Choice. 
No longer her in human Form we meet, 

A fearful Omen to my parting Fleet, | 
Her enrag'd Heart with Grief and Rancour burns, 
And ſuddenly to a mad Bitch ſhe turns; 

In barking, howles, gud ſnarling now ſhe ends 
The loud Complaints her wild Affliction ſends. 
As if amaz'd, the late calm Winds and Sea 
Start into Tempeſts at the Prodigy. 

By dang'rous Storms now am I rudely toſt; 
Now wand'ring long in unknown Regions loſt, 
But if the wiſe Tireſias can as well 

Our future Joys as Miſeries foretel ; 

The prophecy'd Diſaſters having paſt, 

l enter on my kinder Fate at laſt, 

Pallas now joins me, on an unknown Coaſt: 
Safe led by her, I can no more be loſt. 
Pallas, whom now the firſt time I Salute 
Since Ilium's Fall, with Pleaſure hears my Suit. 
What mighty 111s upon the Grech were brought 
By taſh Oilides bold and fingle Fault! 

Not ev*n Tydides did the Goddeſs ſpare, 

nis Virtue too did our Affliction ſhare. 

None could his Favour or his Merit plead, 

But all were puniſh'd for the impious Deed, 


re | 
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| Yet happy Muenelau- no Chance could harm; 


His beauteous Wife 'was ſtill Counter charm3 a 
In vain the Winds, in vain the-Rillows rage, * 
While the is there his Paſſion to aſſwage 

Winds had no Pow'r his Kiſſes to reſtrain, 

Nor his Embraces the tumultuous Main. 
Thrice happy I, did 1 but travel ſo, 

For calm'd by thee all Seas wou'd gentle grow. 
But ſince Telemachss with thee 1 hear 

Is ſafe, extreamly leflen'd is my Care; 

Whoſe too raſh Voyage yet I needs muſt blame, 
Whatever Sparta cou'd or Pylos chaim, 

Too weak th“ Excuſe ev'n of his Piety, 

For vent' ring out in ſuch a dang' rous Sea. 

But now the Prophet bids me hope, ill Pare 

Is o'er, and now I thy Embraces wait. 

Alone I come; temper thy tiſing Joy, 

For all Exceſſes equally deſtroy. 

Not open Force, but Management aud Art, 
The Gods foretel, will victory impatt. 

Amidſt a Feaſt, und in the heights of Wine, 5 


Perhaps my juſt Revenge 1 may deſign, 

And make the ſcorn'd Vixſts'nobler ſhine. 

Swift fly the Hours, and ſpeed that 'hippy Day; 
And when artiv'd for Ages let it ſtay: 

That Day !-which ſhall teſtore Joys ſo long fled, 
And all th' intrancing Pleafures of thy Bed. 


* 
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Demophoon to Phillis. 


— ARGUMENT, 


Phillis, he yo Thrace. 227 
the too Pop Abende of 1 kf 
— the Son — King —4 
Athens. had write him u very [paſſionate Ler- 
Ter imermiat with Hope, . Love and De- 
ſpair. Which Latter Demophoon receiving. be 
returns this Where owning her Kinds 
neſs, he ſhows owes ber with an e, Paſ- 
an; and that he la, no Thoughts of other 
Love. Tolls cher, that the . diſorders of hir Fa- 
mily. we ge more time to re-ſettle than he e- 

are the true and only cauſes of his May. 
He 2 blames her doubts, and her impatience ;. 
handſomly excuſeth himſelf ; promiſis an 'roivle- 
ble Conftanty. and that, bis Hen, Nau, be 
will aura W. 


Ale ahle is um z600verid Athens foe. 
Can 1 forget the Aid my-Ph14llis lent? 
No other Torch has Hymes held for me. 

Ah! were I happy now, as when with thee : 


Theſeut: 
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Theſeus (whoſe noble Blood your Mind did move 
Much leſs than your own free unbias'd Love) 
Hard Fate for us! driv'n from his Regal Throne, 
But Death has put the bold Vſurper down. 
Theſeus, who did an equal Glory ſhare 
With great Aleides in the Toils of War, 
When the brave Heroes, with united: Strength; 
Broke the fierce Amazonian Troops at length. 
Theſens, who, when the Minetaur he'd ſlain, 
Did of an Bnemy a Fathet gain. 
Couꝰ d ſuch a Prince, cou'd ſuch a Parent be, 
Without a Crime, abandon'd left by me? 
This, my dear Phillis, is. Demophoon's Charge; 
On this my Brother loudly does enlarge. 
You preſs, he cries; for the fair Thracian's Charms, 
And all your Courage ſoften in her Arms. 
Swiftly the white Occaſion flies away, 
And our Difaſters grow by your Delay. x 
Our Father's Fate, had you made e 4 
You had prevented, or with eaſe reftor'd; 5 
Shou'd Athens Teſs to you than Thrace appear, 
And why a Woman more than both be dear? 
Thus rages Acames. Old Bebra now 
With equal Anger bends her wrinkled Brow; 
That her Son's Hands eloſe not her aged Eyes, 
On my Delay with feeble Wrath ſhe flies. 
I filent ſtand, while me they both accuſe ; 
Nor on their Anger, but thy Abſence muſe. 
Methinks this Moment ſtill I hear em ſay, 
While on thy Coaſt my ſhatter'd Navy lay. 


Ts 
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To Sea, to Sea, the Weather now is kind, 


On Board; and ſpread thy Canvas to the Wind. 


By what, hard Demophoon, art thou ſo took! 

To thy loſt Country, and thy Father look. 

Phillis you love; her your Example make, 

Her Country the for Love will not forſake. 

Begs your Return, but with you will not ſtir; 
And does a batrb*rous Crown to yours prefer; 
Yet in the midſt of all how oft I pray d, 

By adverſe Winds to be till longer ſtay ! 
oft Shen 1 parting did embrace thy Neck, 

1 bleſt the Storms that did our Parting check, 
Nor to my Father will 1 fear to own | 

What cer for my ſweet Phillis I have done; 
That 1 wvow, or he that Story hear, | 

Is owing to the Merits of my Fair. 

Il tell him freely that I cou'd not leave | + 
Thy dear Embraces, but my Soul muſt grieve, 
What rocky Breaſt from ſuch a Wife cou d part, 
But weeping Eyes wou'd ſpeak his ſinking Heart! 
The Ships ſhe might deny, the does beſtow, 

And only bids they be a little flow. | 
Nor can he chuſe but pardon ſuch a Crimes 
Bright Ariadne's not ſo loſt in him: | 

Up to the Stars when &er he caſts his Eyes, 

He ſees his ſhining Miſtreſs in-the Skies. 

My Father's blam'd, as he his Wife forſook, 
Tho? by a God ſhe forcibly was took. 

Shall my ill Fate too, Phillis, be the ſame? 
Enquize the Cauſe, not me unjuſtly blame. 4 
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His Heam fas you., and. on you, does butn.. 
Is' t poſſihle du Ignorant ſhauld be 

Of the Diſaſters of m Fami??? 

1 mourn a. Fatent's Fate, involv'din Snares! 


My Soul- lamants a noble Brother dead:; 
Torn by his friqhtedeHenſes 28 he fed. 
Not to excuſe Ketutning, have. 1 cola! 
Some of the many Cauſes that with-hold 2 


Me from thy fonts. Believe it Fortune's Ctime, 


That 1 ſtill beg of thee a little Time. 
Declining Theſens I muſt. fiſt inter: 
Honour will that co er Thing preſen - 
Jet done, for which mp re do repeat ! 
For leave, to Tn 1 inftantiy cerreat; © 
1 am not falſe,i bue-ftitLadorerthyi/Qharmas | 
Not ded think 7 m ſufe but thy Ame 
Not, War, nar Tempeſta ſince the Falb ot Trey, 
Cu d me in my Netutn ſo much annoy: 
To cauſe Delay: No, that was only ſeen 
Effected by the rind Fair Threuay ,,“. 
Caſt on thy chores/ thou ſrerly didfti fupply,/ 
To all my preſſing πιfỹ]C'ß a Remedyo 

Be ſtill che dame :- Then aothing ſhalbromone © 
The happy Demophoon from Phillis Love. 

What if ten Tears War ſhowd. now renews. 


That Honour ſhow? d ingage-me to-purſue Þ 
Penelope thy great Example be 
So famꝰd for her · Unſpotted Chaſtity, - 


— 


Take this ſute Pledgs ſo Demebeen s Return, 


And oh that.nathing elſe employ'd- my Gates! 
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Her curious artful: Web, ill underſtood, 
Did her hot Lovess cunningly clude. | | 
The Wood adyanc'd. by Day, the Nights reſtrain, 
And ravel to its Primitise Wool again. 
But you with Fear, it ſeems ate almoſt dead, 
Leſt theſcorn'd Thracians ſhou d deſpiſe your Bed. 
Ah, cruel! cou'd you-with another Wed? 
Is then your Love, is then your Faith ſo light? 
Nor can the Fear of broken Vows affright? 
Think what your Shame, think what your Grief will be, 
When my returning Sails from far you ſee. 
Then all-in vain repenting Tears will flow, 
And own the Conſtancy you. queſtion now, 
Demopheon comes! then in Amaze, you'll cry; 
And to my Arms through Winter Stotms does fly. 
Ah, why. ſo great a Guile did I contract? 
And what 1 blam'd in him, why did 1 ad? 
But Heay'n avert: Nor let it cer be ſaid, 
That thy fair Virtue cou'd be ſo miſ- led. 
If ſuch a Fate ſhou'd on my Phillis light, 
The mighty Load wowd overwhelm me. quite. 
But ah! what direful thieatning Words are thoſe 
With which yout Letter you unkindly cloſe! 
Abſtain, at leaſt till greates Cauſe you ſee, 
To charge my Houſe with double Perfidy. 
If to deſert the Cretan were a Fault 3 
Yet I've done nothing to be guilty thought. 
Farewel my Hope's beſt Obje&, Soul of Love; 
All chat obſtructs our Meeting, Heav'n remove. 
18719478 | May 
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May ew'ry Joy Love can, or Fortune give, 

For ever with my Charming Phillis live. 

The Winds now beat my Werds; my Perſon — 

I hope ſhall ſafely to thy Arms convey ; 
There to repeat another Nuptial Day, 

My Duty, and my Honour ate the Cauſc. 


7; My fuſt young Wilkes, nw Bloom of Love. 
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_EPI1IST. II. 
PARIS % OENONE. 


The ARGUMENT. 
The forſaken Nymph OEnone having written to 


2425 to perſuade him to return again to her Em- 
braces, and to fend back the Fair Grecian to her 


Hausband: Paris, in this Epiſtle, endeavours to 


extenuate bis Fault; laying the Blame ſometimes 
on Fate and Fortune, and ſometimes on the force 
of Hoon With" gentle Words be tries to mitigate 

Affiiftion: and concludes adviſing her to exert 
her utmoſt Skill in Magick ( for ſhe wis Fa- 
mont) te procure Quiet to her ſelf, — 
his Paſſion for her, or by extinguiſhing er own. 


W you of me ſo juſtly, Nymph, complain, 
1 ſeck for plauſible Replies in vain, . 
1 own my Fault, confeſs my broken Vows, 

Yet my new Love no Penitence allows. 

May this Acknowledgment procure thee Reſt, 

And calm the Tempeſts of 0 Enone's Breaft. 

I Cupid's Slave his Order but obey, 

Deſerting thee for charming Helens. 

Your Wit and Beauty, Nymph, you know did move 


My, 
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My glorious Birth then troubPd not our Joy; 
Love and our Flocks did all out Thoughts imploy. 
If talk of Greatneſs mingled with our Sor, 
I ſwore OEnone might adorn a Court. 
Thus, tho? now chang'd, did then upon thee smile 
Love; whom to Reaſon, what can reconcile? 
When you from Pan and from the Satyrs fled, 
To take a Private Shepherd to your Bed, 
Was it your Reaſon then you did purſue? | 
Or kept you ought bed es your Love in View: 
My preſent Paſſion is from Fate; for eber 
I did of Leda's beautevus Daughter hear, 
Inſpir'd Caſſandra did foretel the win 
Paris ſhall-Helena to Ilium bring. * 
In ev'ry Circumſtance too wall.you ſee... 
Th' Event has juſtify d her Prophecy: | 
Except thoſe Wounds'of mine, which yet remain, 
To bring me to my pitying Nymph again, 
Still I remember {ſweet 'OEnene's/ Feat, 
When firſt we did the ſtrange Prediction hear. 
Melting in Tears----Ah then, will Fate remove 
Her Pari; from the loſt OEnone's Love! 
Muſt he ſuch Wars, Slaughters, and Ruin bring! 
found a Prince, thus to involve the King! 
Love taught me threaten'd Dangers to deſpiſe: 
And Love equipt me- for my Enterprize, 
To him impute the Crime, and me forgive ; 
The God, not Paris, does the Nymph deceive. 
Againſt his Pleaſure what can Morrals ſay, | 
Whole Pow rth* immortal Gods themſelyes obey? Ning 
Whe 
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When-mighty Fove the Fire of Cupid burns, ud 
Into a Thouſand various Shapes he turns. | 
Exropa's Bull, and Danae's golden Show'r, | 
Put each a Lovely Virgin in his Pow'r. | m_ 
| Not charming Helen (Cauſe of all thy Care) | 
Had been ſo wondrous, ſo divinely Fair, 
Had not great. Fove the Silver Plumes put on, 
And cheated Leds with a ſeeming Swan. | 9 
O' et Piny Ida, Fove, an Eagle flies, if 
With his lev'd Ganimede to diftant Skies. 
The valiant Hercules, ſo Fierce and Bold, 
For Omphale, did a weak Diſtaff hold: 
Glad like a Maid he ſat him down to Spin, 
and Conqu' ring the put on the Lion's Skin. - | 
four (ſelf Apollo's proffer'd Love decline, * | 
And ſhun a God's Embtaces to be mine. | 
„ oe that @ Shepherd with a Goad:canvye, - | 
But it ſo pleaſes cupid's Deity. . | 
If my new Paſſion ſtill thy Mind diſpleaſe, 
let this at leaſt methinks might give thee Eaſe;- 
That nothing in my Breaſt cou' d quench thy Love, 
But the bright Daughter of the awful Fove: 
Tho' yet her boaſted Birth and mighty Race 
Enflame me leſs than her enchanting Face. 
| wiſh'd I had unskill'd in Beauty been; 1 | 
Then Rival Goddeſſes I had not ſeen : 
Not been obnoxious to great Jane's Hate; 
Nor wiſe Minerva then ſhou' d irritate, 
he fatal Apple I to Venn, gave, 
Binds me for ever Citherea*s Slave. ; | 
| L 2 She | 
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She her Son's Darts vill diaribute around, 
And give him Orders when and where to wound; 
Yet is her ſelf oft wounded by his Dart, | 
The wanton Boy ſpares not his Mother's Heart, N 
Mars to her Bed ſo often did reſort, 

All Heav'n at laſt was Witneſs to their Sport. 
Then to attract Anchiſes to her Arms, 

Appears a Mortal with Celeſtial Charms. 

What wonder Love ſhou'd have tranſported me, 
When his own Mother Venss is not free! 
Wrong'd Manelaus, tho“ hated, Loves: Can I, 

On whom ſhe dotes, from the Fair Princeſs fly? 

I ſee the gath' ring Clouds from Sparta riſe, 

And threat'ning Tempeſts thicken in the Skies, 
The angty Greeks with Armies menace us, 
And Hoſtile Fleets rig out for Pergamins, 

Let *em come on, and 'Fight"us if they date; 

To keep this Beauty we accept their War. 

Her Face, OEnone, *s ſo Divine a Thing. 

»Tis worth the Cares and Dangers of a King. 
The Grecian Princes,” haſting all-to Arms, 
Enough evinee, (if you ſtill doubt her Charms.) 
But het for vhom they Fleets and Armies ſend, 
With greater Force the Trojans will defend. 

If any Hope, OEnone, you retain, 

Of ever freeing me from Helen's Chain, 

Quick to thoſe pow'rful Herbs and Arts repair, 
By which thou.rcuPſt in Heav'n, in Earth, and Air. 
Not Phæbur ſelf is learneder than thee, 

Scarce are the Gods from thy ſtrong Magick free. 
Thou, 


*hou, 
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Thou, by the mighty Workings of thine Art, ** * 

From their pale Orbs the trembling star canft part. 

call doun the Moon, the Sun's ſwift Motion Rays 

?rotra the Darkneſs, and arreſt the Dor. 

As Bulls 1 fed, among the Herd there came. - ,- - |} 

Fierce Lions, made by thy Enchantments tame, 

Swift Somers and X ant Chryſtal Wave < 

Forbore to flow, when your Command you gave, 

Your Fathet Cebres Waters tbo ſubmit ; 7 g 


Nor flight thy Charm, ſince all acknouledge ite - 


Now, wiſeſt Nymph, exert thy utmoſt Art, 14 | 


Quench thy owifFices,' or xe-inflame my Heart, © - 
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* - Shakeſpear's Head over- againſt Catha- 
rine-Street in the Strand. | 
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R. Dyyden's Comedies, Tragedies and Opera's 
in two Vol. * 2 6 
N Fables ancient and modern tranſlated into 
Verſe from Homer, Ovid,” Boctace and Chaucer 3 with 

Original Poems. 
| Tranſlation of Virgil. 
Mr. Echayi's Hiſtory of England, from the fitlt 
Entrance of Julius C ofar and the Remans, to the End 
of the Reign of King James the Firſt ; containing 
the Space of 1678 Years; with a leat Index. 
The Works ef out ancient, learned and excellent 
Engliſh Poet Jeferg Chaucer, as they haue been com. 
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par d with the Manufcripts; and ſeveral Things 
added, nevet before in Print. To which is ad- 1 
join d, the, Story of the Siege of Thebes, by Jehn Lid. 
gate, Monk of Bury. J 
An Hiſtorical and Critical . Dictionary by Mor- p 


fieur Bayle, txanſlated into Engliſh with many Addi- 
tions and Corre@ions, made by the Author himteif 
that ate not in the French Editions; in four Yo 
lumes. | 

The Royal Commentaries of Peru, in two Part 
illuſtcaced with Sculptures, wricten Originally in Sp 
niſh, by the Inca Garcilaſſo de la Vega, and rcndre: 
into Engliſh by Sit Pan Rycant, Kt. 
The whole Works of Biſhop Tillotſon, ' containing 
thoſe printed in his Lite time, and all his Poſtha 
mous publim d by Dr, Barker, in three vol. 
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Books printed for J. Tonſon. 


The" Works of the Learned Iſaac Barrow, D. D. 
late Maſter of Tyinity- College in cambridge. Publiſh- 
ed by his Grace Dr, Fohn Tillotſon, late Lord Arch- 
' biſhop of Canterbury, In Three Volumes. 

- Fourth Edition of Mr. Add ſon's two Poems, viz, To 
het Royal Highneſs the Princels of Wales, with the 
Tragedy of Cato, Nov. 1714. To Sit Godfry Kyeller on 
his Pictute of the King. 

Third Edition of An Imitation of the-Prophecy of 
Nerews, By Mr. Tickell. 

second Edition of the Ode to the Creator of the 
World. Occaſioned by the Frag ments of Orphens. By 
Mr. Hughes. 

Second Edition of The Fan. A Poem. In three 
Books. By Mt. Gay. (35d 
Epiſtle to the Lord Hallifax on the King's Acceſſi- 
on to the Throne. By Ambroſe Philips, Eq; 

The Fifth Edition of a Poem to his Excellency 
the Lord Privy-Seal on the Proſpet of Peace, By 
Mr ” Tickell ” | 182 * a 


C. Julii Cæſaris quæ extant, Accuratifirie cum 
Libris Editis 8e 488 optimis collata, recognita & 
cotrecta acceſſerunt Annotationes Samuelis Clarke. 
S. T. P. Item Indices Locorum, Rerumque & Vet- 
borum Otiliſſimz. Tabulis Ancis Ornata. 

Opera & Fragmenta Veterum Poetarum Latinerum 
Profanatum & Ecclefiaſticorum Duobus Voluminibus 
comptehenſa. #2 0341-1 
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ATLERS, Four Vol. Speftaters, Eight Ve 
SS Guardians, Two Vol. Engliſhman, Freeholder, and 
Lovers, in Royal Paper or Demy. 0 
Steele's Eccleſiaſtical Hiſtory, 
Kaas Account of Swiſſerlande 1 © 
"The Works of Mr. William Sbakeſpear, in Six Vol. 
 adorn'd with Cuts; revis'd and cortected, with an 
Account of the Life and Writings of the Author, 
N. Rewe, Eſq; nt 7 | 
The Works of Mr. Francis Beaumont» and Mt. Joby 
Fletcher, in Seven Vol. -adorn'd with Cuts * 
and cottected, with ſome Account of the Life and 
Writings of the Authors. - | | | 


The Works of Mr. Wilkes Congreve, in Three Yo). 
containing his Plays and Poems, ſome of which 
mere never before 228 | Miki 4 
The Works of Sir George Etherege, containing his 
Plays and Poems. 7 
The Works of Mr. Abraham Cowley, in Two 
Vol. conſiſting of thoſe, which were 3 ptin- 
ted, and thoſe which he deſign'd for the Prels, pub- 
lim'd out of the Author's, Oxiginal Copies with * 
GEE Coleman: ftreet, The Eleventh Edition adorn' 

The Low of Elections, being an Abſttact of all the 

Statutes now in force relating tothe Election of Mem- 

| bers to ſerve in the Houſe of Commons ; in three 

Sections, vr. the Duties of Electors, the Elected, and 

the Officers returning. The Second Edition, continued 
to the End of the laſt Seſſion of Parliament. 

The Old and New Teſtament connected in the Hi- 
| Kory: of the Jews, and 3 Nations, ftom 
the Declenſion of the Kingdoms of Iſrae and 7, 

to the time of Chriſt. By Humphrey Frideans, D. D. 

Dean of Norwich. Part I. The Second Edition. 

- Miſcellany Poems, in Six Vol. containing Variety 
of new Tranſlations of the ancient Foets; 1 
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Books Printed for J. Tonſon: © 
wich ſeveral Original Foems3 By the moſt Paten 


Poems and Ttanflations; with the Sophy, 2 
dy. Written by the Honourable Sir Joby Denham, 
of the _ w_ * — x 
The W of Sir Sackling; containing 
U Letters and Plays. _ hs 
Ovid's Epiſiles, tranſlated by ſeveral Hands. The 
Eighth Edition; with a new Tranſlation of three E- 
piſtles, and ſeveral Cuts never before publiſh d. 
Ovid's Art of Love in three Books. together with 
his Remedy of Love; tranſlated into Engiifh Verſe by 
ſeveral Honds:, To which is added the + Court of 
Love, 4 Tale from Chaucer, and the Hiſtory of Love ; 
adorn'd with Cuts. | 
The Satites of Decimut Junius Fuvenalis, and of 
Aulus Perſius Flaccus; tranſlated into Engliſh Verſe by 
Mr. Dryden, and ſeveral other eminent Hands ; to 
which is prefix'd a Diſcourſe concerning the Original 
and Progreſs of Satyr. The Fourth Edution, ' adorn'd 
with Sculptures. : . 
Poems, &c. written upon ſeveral Oc-afions, and 
to ſevetal Perſons, by Edmand Waller, Eſq; The 
Eighth Edition, with Additions; to which is prefix d 
the Author's Life. * | " 
The Poetical Works of Mr. Jobn Milton, contain» 
ing Faradiſe Loſt, Paradiſe ROD Samſon Ago- 
e, and his Poems on ſeveral Occaſions, in two 


Vols. * 
Poems by the moſt deſervedly admired Mrs. Natba- 
rine Philips the matchleſs Orinda; to which are ad- 
ded Mr. Corneille's Tltagedies of Pompey and Horace, 
with ſeyeral- other Tranſlations out of French. 
Poems on ſeveral Occaſions ; with Falentinian 3 
Tragedy. Written by the Right Honourable Jobs late 
Earl of Rocheſter. [ 3; 
Poems on ſeveral Occaſions, by Mr. Prien. 
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dir Richard Blackmore, 3 1 Th, 
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The n 8 in two Vol. By George 
Landon and Henry Wiſe, | ; 
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and Tranſlations, by the beſt Hands. Fubliſ'd by 
Mr. Steele. X 
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George Granvile- Lord Lanſdowne: with the Britiſh 
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dren, written in Latin by the Abbot Quillet. To which 
is added, Pedetrophis; or, the Art of Nurſing and 
Breeding up Children; written in Latin by Mr. St. 
Marthe, Phyfician” to Henry III. of France, Done 
into Engliſh Verſe. F 

Echard's Roman Hiſtory, 5 Vol. 

Dionis Courſe of Chirurgical Operations, demon- 
ſtrated in the Royal Garden at Paris. Tranſlated from 
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